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Dramatis Perfonas.

LEAR, King of Britain.

King of France.

Duke of Burgundy.
Duke of Cornwall.

Duke of Albany.

Earl of Glo'iter.

Earl of Kent.

Edgar, Son to GJo'&er.

Edmund, Baftard Son to Glo'llcr.

Curan, a Courtier.

Dotlor.

Fool.

Ofwald, Steward to Gonerill.

A Captain, employ*d by Edmund.
Gentleman, Attendant on Cordelia*

A Herald.

Old Man, Tenant to Glo'fier.

Servant to Cornwall.

2d \
Ser<vants t0 G1°,fter-

Gonerill, ^
Regan, > Daughters to Lear.

Cordelia, 3

Knights attending on the King, Officers, Mejen±

Soldiers and Attendants.

SCENE lyes in Britain.



KING LEAR
A C T I.

SCENE, the KING'S PALAC E.

Enter Kent, Glo'fter, and Edmund the Bajlard.

Kent.
Thought, the King had more affe&ed

the Duke of Albany than Cornwall.

Glo. It did always feem fo to us : but

now, in the Divifion of the Kingdom,
it appears not, which of the Dukes he
values mod ; for qualities are fo weighed,

that curiofity in neither can make
choice of either's moiety.

Kent. Is not this your fon, my lord ?

Glo. His Breeding, Sir, hath been at my charge. I

have fo often blunYd to acknowledge him, that now I
am brazM to't.

Kent. I cannot conceive you.

Glo. Sir, this young fellow's mother could ; where-
upon me grew round-womb'd ; and had, indeed, Sir,

a fon for her cradle, ere fhe had a husband for her bed.

Do you faiell a fault ?

A j Kent.



6 King Lear.
Kent. I eannot wifh the fault undone, the iiTue of it

being fo proper.

Gh. But I have a fen, Sir, by order of law, fome
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my ac-
count ; though this knave came fomewhat fawcily to the
world before he was fent for, yet was his mother fair

;

there^ was good fport at his making, and the whorfon
xnufl be acknowledge. Do you know this Nobleman,
Edmund ?

Edm. No, my lord.

Glo. My lord of Kent ;

Remember him hereafter as my honourable friend.

Edm . My fervices to your lordfhip.

Kent. I mu ft love you, and fue to know you better.

Edm. Sir, I fhall fcudy your deferving.

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he mail
again. [Trumpets found, within.

The King is coming.

Enter King Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonerill, Regan,
Cordelia, and Attendants.

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy

>

Gtifter.

Glo. I fhall, my Liege. [Exit.

Lear. Mean time we fhall exprefs our darker purpofe.

Give me the Map here. Know, we have divided,

In three, our Kingdom ; and 'tis our fait intent,

To fnake all cares and bufinefs from our age

;

Conferring them on younger flrengths, while we
Unburthen'd crawl tow'rd death. Our fon of Cornwall,

And You, our no lefs loving fon of Albany,

We have this hour a conftant will to publilh

Our daughters fev'ral Dow'rs, that future ftrife

May be prevented now. The Princes France and But*
gundy,

Great rivals in our younger daughter's love,

Long in our Court have made their am'rous fojourn,

And here are to be anfwer'd. Tell me, daughters,

(Since now we will diveii us, both of rule,

Int'reft of territory, cares of Hate ;

)

Which
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Which of you, (hall we fay, doth love us moll ?

That we our larged bounty may extend,

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Gonerill,

Our eldeft born, fpeak firft.

Gon. I love you, Sir,

Dearer than eye-fight, fpace and liberty ;

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare ;

No lefs than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour :

As much as child e'er lov'd, or father found.

A love that makes breath poor, and fpeech unable,

Beyond all manner of fo much I love you.

Cor. What fnali Cordelia do ? love and be fi'ent.

[ Afi<h.

Lear. Of all thefe Bounds, ev'n from this line to this,

With fhsdowy forefts and with champions rich'd,

With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,

We make thee lady. To thine and Albany's iffae

Be this perpetual. What fays our fecond daughter,

Our deareil- Regan, wife of Cornwall? fpeak.

Reg. I'm made of that felf-metal as my filter,

And prize me at her worth, in my true Heart, (ij

I find, fhe names my very deed of love

;

Only fhe comes too fhcrt : that I profefs

My felf an enemy to all other joys,

Which the moft precious fquare of fenfe poffefles ;

And find, I am alone felicitate

In your dear Highnefs' love.

Cor. Tken poor Cordelia! [Ajide.

And yet not fo, fincc, I am fure, my love's

More pond'rous than my tongue.

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever,

Remain this ample third of our fair Kingdom ;

No lefs in fpace, validity, and pleafure,

Than that confer'd on Goner ill. Now our joy,

(1) iAnd frizj me at her Worth. In my true- Heart.'} Mr. Bi-

fhop prefcrib'd the Pointing of this Paflage, as I have regula-

ted it in the Text. %ig*n would fay, that in the Truth of
her Heart and Affe&ion, fhe equals the worth of her Sifter.

Without this Change in the Pointing, Ihe makes a Boaft of

ker felf without any Caufe aflign'd.

A 4. Al-
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Although our laft, not leaft ; to whcfe young love,

The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy,

Strive to be infrefs'd : what fay you, to draw
A third, more opulent than your fillers ? fpeak.

Cor. Nothing, my lord.

Lear. Nothing ?

Cor. Nothing.

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing ; fpeak again.

Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave

My heart into my mouth : I love your Majefty
.According to my bond, no more nor lefs.

Lear. How, how, Cordelia? mend your fpeech a little,

Leit you may mar your fortunes.

Cor. Good my lord,

You have begot me, bred me, lov'd me. I

Return thofe duties back, as are right fit

;

Obey you, love you, and moil honour you.

Why have my filters husbands, if they fay,

They love you, all ? hap'ly, when I mail wed,
That lord, whofe hand mull take my plight, mall carry

Half my love with him, half my care and duty.

Sure, I mall never marry like my filters,

To love my father all.

Lear. Eat goes thy heart with this ?

Cor. Ay, my good lord.

Lear. So young, and fo untender ?

Cor. So young, my lord, and true.

Lear. Let it be fo, thy truth then be thy dower

:

For by the facrcd radiance of the fun,

The myiteries of Hecate, and the night,

By ail the operations of the orbs,

From whom we do exift, and ceafe to be;

Here I difclaim all my paternal care,

Propinquity, and property of blood,

And as a Itranger to my heart and me
] fold thee, from this, for ever. The barb'rous Scytbia*$

Or he that makes his generation, mefTes

To gorge his appetite ; fhall to my bofom
Ue as well neighboured, pitied, and relicvM,

A* thou, my Sometime daughter.

Kent.
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Kent. Good my Liege—

—

Lear. Peace, Kent!

Come not between the dragon and his wrath.

I lov'd her moll, and thought to fet my Reft

On her kind nurs'ry. Hence, avoid my light !
—

-

[ To Cor.

So be my grave my peace, as here I give

Her father's heart from her ; Call France ; who ftirs ?

Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany,

With my two daughters
1 dowers digeft the third.

Let pride, which fhe calls plain nefs, marry her.

I do inveft you jointly with my Power,

Preheminence, and all the large effects

That troop with Majefty. Our felf by monthly courfe,

With refervation of an hundred Knights,

By you to be fuftain'd, fliall our abode

Make with you by due turns : only retain

The name and all th' addition to a King

;

The fway, revenue, execution,

Beloved fons, be yours ; which to confirm,

This Cor'onet part between you. [Giving the Crown*
Kent. Royal Lear,

Whom I have ever honoured as my King,

LovM as my father, as my matter followed,

And as my patron thought on in my pray'rs —

—

* Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from the

ftiafc.
t

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade

The region of my heart ; be Kent unmannerly,
When Lear is mad : what would' ft thou do 5 old man I

Think1

ft thou, that duty fliall have dread to fpeak,

When pow'r to flatt'ry bows ? to plainnefs Honour
Is bound, when Majefty to folly falls.

Referve thy State ; with better judgment check
This hideous rafhnefs ; with my life I anfwer,

Thy youngeft daughter does not love thee leaft ;

Nor are thofe empty-hearted, whofe low found

Reverbs no hollow nefs.

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more.

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn
A 5 To
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To wr.ge agiinft thy foes ; nor fear to lofe it,

Thy fafety being the motive.

Lear. Out of my fight!

Kent. See better, Lear, and let me Hill remain

The true blank of thine eye.

Lear. Now by Apollo

Kent. Now by Apollo, King,

Thou fwear'ft thy gods in vain.

Lear. O vaffal ! mifcreant !

[Laying I?is ha?id on bis fvjord.

Alb. Cor72. Dear Sir, forbear.

Kent. Kill thy phyfician, and thy fee bellow

Upon the foul difeafe; revoke thy doom,
Or whilfl I can vent clamour from my throat,

I'll tell thee, thou doft evil.

Lear. Hear me, recreant

!

Since thou haft fought to make us break our vow,
Which we durft never yet ; and with ftrain'd pride,

To come betwixt our fentence and our power

;

(Which nor our nature, nor our place, can bear ;

)

Cur potency made good, take thy reward.

Five days we do allot thee for proviiion,

To fliield thee from difafters of the world ;

And, on the fixth, to turn thy hated back

Upon our Kingdom ; if, the tenth day following,

Thy banifh'd trunk be found in our dominions,

The moment is thy death : away ! By Jupiter,

This mall not be revok'd.

Kent. Fare thee well, King ; fith thus thou wilt appear,

Freedom lives hence, and banifhment is here ;

The gods to their dear Ihelter take thee, maid,
That juitly think'ft, and haft moft rightly faid ;

And your large fpeeches may your deeds approve,

That good effecls may fpring from words of love :

Thus Kent, O Princes, bids you all adieu,

He'll fhape his old courfe in a country new. [Exit.

Enter Glo'fter, with France and Burgundy, and
Attendants.

Qlo. Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord.

Lear.
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Lear. My lord of Burgundy,

We firft addrefs tow'rd you, who with this King
Have rivall'd for our daughter ; what at leaft

Will you require in prefent dower with her,

Or ceafe your quell of love ?

Bur. Moft royal Majefty,

I crave no more than what your Highnefs ofFer'd,

Nor will you tender lefs.

Lear. Right noble Burgundy,

When me was dear to us, we held her fo

;

But now her price is falPn : Sir, there fhe ftands,

If aught within that little feeming fubftance,

Or all of it with our difpleafure piec'd,

And nothing more, may fitly like your Grace,

She's there, and fhe is yours.

Bur. I know no anfwer.

Lear. Will you with thofe infirmities Ihe owes,

Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,

Dower'd with our curfe, and ftranger'd with our oath,

Take her, or leave her ?

•Bur. Pardon, royal Sir

;

Election makes not up on fuch conditions.

Lear. Then leave her, Sir ; for by the pow'r thaj

made me,

I tell you all her wealth.— For you, great King,

[To Fiance.

I would not from your love make fuch a ftray,
t

To match you where I hate ; therefore befeech you,

T* avert your liking a more worthy way
Than on a wretch, whom nature is afham'd

Almoft t' acknowledge hers.

France. This is moft ftrange

!

That me, who ev'n but now v/as your belt object,

Your Praife's argument, balm of your age,

D eare.it. and belt ; fhould in this trice of time

Commit a thing fo monftrous, to difmantle

So many folds of favour ! fure, her offence

Muft be of fuch unnatural degree,

That monfters it ; or your fore-vouch'd affcdtion

Fall'n into taint : which to believe of hera
Muft
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Muft be a faith, that reafon without miracle

Should never plant in me.

Cor. I yet befeech your Majefty,

(If, for I want that glib and oily art,

To fpeak and purpofe not ; fmce what I well intend,

I'll do't before I fpeak.) that you make known
It is no vicious blot, murther, or foulnefs,

No unchafte a6tion, or difhonour'd Hep,

That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour

:

But ev'n for want of that, for which I'm richer,

A dill folliciting eye, and fuch a tongue,

That I am glad I've not; though, not to have it,

Hath loft me in your liking.

Lear. Better thou

Hadft not been born, than not have pleas'd me better,

France Is it but this ? a tardinefs in nature,

Which often leaves the hiftory unfpoke,

That it intends to do ? my lord of Burgundy ,

What fay you to the lady ? love's not love,

When it is mingled with regards, that ftand

Aloof from th' intire point. Say, will you have her ?

She is her felf a dowry.
Bur. Royal King,

Give but that portion which your felf propos'd,]

And here I take Cordelia by the hand,
Dutchefs of Burgundy.

Lear. Nothing : I've fworn.

Bur. I'm forry then, you have fo loft a father,

That you muft lofe a husband.

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy,
Since that refpedts of fortune are his love,

I mall not be his wife.

France. Faireft Cordelia, that art moft rich, being

poor,

Moft choice, forfaken ; and moft lov'd, defpis'd !

Thee and thy virtues here I feize upon :

Bc't lawful, I take up what's call away.
Gods, Gods! 'tisftrange, that from their cold'ft negleft

My love fho'ild kindle to enflam'd refpeel;.

Thy dow'rlcfa daughter, King, thrown to my chance,
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Is Queen of us, of ours, and our fair Trance

:

Not all the Dukes of wat'rifh Burgundy

Can buy this unpriz'd, precious, maid of me.
Bid them farewel, Cordelia, tho' unkind ;

Thou lofeft here, a better where to find.

Lear. Thou haft her, France ; let her be thine, for w£
Have no fuch daughter ; nor fhall ever fee

That face of hers again ; therefore be gone
Without our grace, our love, our benizon :

Come, noble Burgundy.

{Flourijb. Exeunt Lear and Burgundy
Trance. Bid farewel to your lifters.

Cor. Ye jewels of our father, with wafh'd eyes
Cordelia leaves you : I know what you are,

And, like a filter, am mcft loth to call

Your faults, as they are nam'd. Love well our father :

To your profeffing bofoms I commit him ;

But yet, alas ! ftood I within his grace,

I would prefer him to a better place.

So farewel to you both.

Reg. Prefcribe not us our duty.

Gon. Let your ftudy

Be to content your lord, who hath received you
At fortune's alms ; you have obedience fcanted,

And well are worth the Want that you have wanted. (2)
Cor. Time fhall unfold what plaited cunning hides,'

Who covers faults, at laft with mame derides.

Well may you profper I

France. Come, my fair Cordelia.

[Exeunt France and Cori
Gon. Sifter, it is not little I've to fay,

Of what moft nearly appertains to us both ;

I think, our father will go hence to night.

(2) sAnd well are worth the Want that you have wanted. J
This is a very obfcure Expreflion, and muft be piec'd out
with an implied Senfe, to be undeiftood. This I take to be
the Poet's Meaning, ftript of the Jingle which makes it dark:
" You well deferve to meet with that Want of Love from
" your Husband, which you have profefs'd to want for our
« father. 0

Reg.
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Reg. That's certain, and with you; next month

with us.

Gon. You fee how fall of changes his age is, the cb-

fervation we have made of it hath not been little ; he
always lov'd our filler moft, and with what poor judg-

ment he hath now call her off, appears too grofsly.

Reg. 'Tis the infirmity of his age ; yet he hath ever

but flenderly known himfelf.

Gon. The bell and founder!: of his time hath been but

rafh ; then mull we look, from his age, to receive not

alone the imperfections of long-engrafted condition, but

therewithal the unruly waywardnefs, that infirm and
cholerick years bring with them.

Reg. Such unccnftant flarts are we like to have from
him, as this of Kent's banifhment.

Gon. There is further complement of leave-taking be-

tween France and him ; pray you, let us hit together :

if our father carry authority with fuch difpofition as he
bears, this laft furrender of his will but offend us.

Reg. We fhall further think of it.

Gon, We mufi do fomething, and i' th' heat. [Exeunt,

SCENE changes to a Cajlle belonging to the

Earl of Glo'fter.

Enter Edmund, with a Letter*

&Jm. nr^Hou, Nature, art my Goddefs ; to thy law
A My fervices are bound ; wherefore fhould I

Stand in the plague of cuflom, and permit
The curtefie of nations to deprive me, (3)
For that I am feme twelve or fourteen moon-fhines

(3) The Nicety of Nations'} This is Mr. Pope's Reading, ex
Cathedra; for it has the Sanftion of none of the Copies, that
I have met with. They all, indeed, give it Us, by a foolifli
Corruption, the Curioiity of Nations; but 1 fomc time ago
prov'd, that our Author's Word was, Curtefie. Nor mud we
forget that Tenure in our Laws, whereby fomc Lands are held
by the Curtefit of EngUni

%

Lag
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Lag of a brother > Why bajlard? wherefore bafe?
When my dimenfions are as well compacl,

My mind as gen'rous, and my mape as true,

As honeft Madam's ilTue ? why brand they us

With bafe ? with bafenefs ? baftardy ? bale, bafe ?

Who, in the lufty Health of nature, take

More compofition and fierce quality ;

Than doth, within a dull, ftale, tired bed,

Go to creating a whole tribe of fops,

Got 'tween a-flecp and wake ? Well then,

Legitimate Edgar, I mult have ycur land ;

Our father's love is to the baftard Edmund,

As to th' legitimate ; fine word legitimate 3

Well, my legitimate, if this letter fpeed,

And my invention thrive, Edmund the bafe

Shall be th' legitimate. 1 grow, I profper

;

Now, Gods, ftand up for bailards

!

To him, Enter Glo'fter.

Glo. Kent banifh'd thus ! and France in choler parted

!

And the King gone to night '. fubfcrib'd his pow'r !

Confin'd to exhibition ! all is gone

Upon the gad ! Edmund, how now ? what news ?

Edm. So pleafe your lordfhip, none.

[Putting up the letter*

Glo. Why fo earneftly feek you to put up that letter }

Edm. I know no news, my lord.

Glo. What paper were you reading ?

Edm. Nothing, my lord.

Glo. No! what needed then that terrible difpatch of

it into your pocket ? the quality of nothing hath not fuch

need to hide it felf. Let's fee ; come, if it be nothing,

I mall not need fpedlacles.

Edm. I befeech you, Sir, pardon me, it is a letter

from my brother, that I have not all o'er-read ; and for

fo much as I have perus'd, I find it not fit for your over-

looking.

Glo. Give me the letter, Sir,

Edm. I mail offend, either to detain, or give it ; the

contents, as in part I underftand them, are to blame.

Glo.
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Glo. Let's fee, let's fee.

Edm. I hope, for my brother's j unification, he wrote

this but as an effay, or tafte of my virtue.

Glo. reads.] This policy and reverence of ages makes

the world bitter to the beft of our times ; keeps our for-

tunes from us, ''till our oldnefs cannot relijb them. 1
begin to find an idle andfond bondage in the opprejfion of
cived tyranny ; which /ways, not as it hath power , but

as it is fuffered. Come to me, that of this I may fpeak

more. If cur father wouldfieep, till Iwafcd him, you

Jhould enjoy half his revenuefor ever, and live the be-

loved ofyour brother Edgar. Hum Confpiracy \

. fleep, till I wake him you mould enjoy half

his revenue My fon Edgar ! had he a hand to write

this! a heart and brain to breed it in! When came this

to vou ? who brought it ?

Edw. It was not brought me, my lord ; there's the

cunning of it. I found it thrown in at the cafement of

my clofet.

Glo. You know the character to be your brother's ?

Edm. If the matter were good, my lord, I durft fwear,

it were his j but in refpeft of that, I would fain think,

it were not.

Glo. It is his.

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; I hope, his heart is not

in the contents.

Glo. Has he never before founded you in this bulinefs ?

Edm. Never, my lord. But I have heard him oft

maintain it to be fit, that fons at perfect age, and fathers

declining, the father mould be as a ward to the fon, and
the fon manage his revenue.

Glo. O villain, villain! his very opinion in the letter.

Abhorred villain! unnatural, deteited, brutifh villain!

worfe than brutifh! Go, firrnh, feek him; I'll appre-

hend him. Abominable villain ! where is he ?

Edm. I do not well krow, my lord ; if it (hall pleafe

you to fufpend your indignation again!!, my brother, 'till

you can derive from him better teitimony of his intent,

you fhould run a certain courfe ; where, if you violently

proceed againft him, miftaking his purpofe, it would
make
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make a great gap in your own honour, and make in

pieces the heart of his obedience. I dare pawn down
my life for him, that he hath writ this to feel my af-

fection to your Honour, and to no other pretence of
danger.

Glo. Think you fo ?

Edm. If your Honour judge It meet, I will place you
where you lhall hear us confer of this, and by an auri-

cular aflurance have your fatisfaclion : and that, without

any further delay than this very evening.

Glo. He cannot be fuch a monfter.

Edm. Nor is not, fure.

Glo. To his Father, that fo tenderly and entirely loves

him Heav'n and Earth ! Edmwd, feek him out

;

wind me into him, I pray you ; frame the bufinefs after

your own wifdom. I would unftate my felf, to be in a

due reibluticn.

Edm. I will feek him, Sir, prefently : convey the bu-

finefs as I mall find means, and acquaint you withal.

Glo. Theie late eclipfes in the fun and moon portend

no good to us ; tho' the wifdom of nature can reafon it

thus and thus, yet nature finds it felf fcourg'd by the

fequent effects. Love cools, friendfhip falls off, bro-

thers divide. In cities, mutinies ; in countries, difcord ;

in Palaces, treafon ; and the bond crack'd 'twixt fon and

father. This villain of mine comes under the predicti-

on, there's fon againft father ; the King falls from biafs

of nature, there's father againft child. We have feen

the beft of cur time. Machinations, hollownefs, trea*

chery, and all ruinous diforders follow us difquietly to

our graves ! Find out this villain, Edmund ; it (hall

lofe thee nothing, do it carefully — and the noble and

true-hearted Kent baniih'd ! his offence, Honefty. 'Tis

firange. {Exit.

Manet Edmund.

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world, that,

when we are fick in fortune, (often the furfeits of our

own behaviour) we make guilty of our difafters, the fun,

the moon and ftars ; as if we were villains oa necefiity ;

fcois.
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fools, by heavenly compulfion ; knaves, thieves, and
treacherous, by fpherical predominance ; drunkards, ly-

ars, and adulterers, by an infore'd obedience of planeta-

ry influence ; and all that we are evil in, by a divine

thruiling on. An admirable evafion of whore-matter

Man, to lay his goatifh difpofition on the charge of a

£ar ! my fiither compounded with my mother under

the Dragon's tail, and my nativity was under JJrJa ma-
jor ; fo that it follows, I am rough and lecherous. I

ihould have been what I am, had the maidenlieft flar in

the firmament twinkled on my baftardizing.

To him, Enter Edgar.

Pat ! he comes, like the Cataftrophe of the old

comedy ; my cue is villainous Melancholy, with a figh

like Tom o' Bed/am O, thefe eclipfes portend thefe

divifor.s ! fa, fol, la, me—
Edg. How now, brother Edmund, what ferious con-

templation are you in ?

Edm. I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I read

this other day, wnat ihou'd follow thefe eclipfes*

Edg. Do you bufie your ielf with that ?

Edm. I proniife you, the efTe&s, he writes of, fuc-

ceed unhappily. When faw you my father lalt ?

Edg. The night gone by.

Edm. Spake you with him ?

Edg. Ay, two hours together.

Edm. Parted you in good terms, found you no dif-

pleafure in him, by word or countenance ?

Edg. None at all.

Edm. Bethink your felf, wherein you have offended

him : and, at my intreaty, forbear his prefence, until

fome little time hath qualified the heat of his difpleafure ;

which at this inflant fo rageth in him, that with the mif-

chief of your perfon it would fcarceiy allay.

Edg. Some villain hath done me wrong.
Edm. That's my fear ; I pray you, have a continent

forbearance 'till the fpeed of his rage goes flower : and,
as I fay, retire with me to my lodgmg, from whence
I will fitly bring you to hear my lord fpeak : pray

you,
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you, go, there's my key : if you do ftir abroad, go
arm'd.

Edg. Arm'd, brother !

Ed?n. Brother, I advife you to the bell ; I am no ho-
nefl man, if there be any good meaning toward you : I
have told you what I have feen and heard, but faintly ;

nothing like the image and horror of it : pray you,
away.

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon? [Exit.

Edm. I do ferve you in this bufmefs :

A credulous father, and a brother noble,

Whofe nature is fo far from doing harms,

That he fufpedh none ; on whofe foolifh honefty

My practices ride eafle : I fee the bufinefs.

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit

;

All with me's meet, that I can fafhion fit. [Exit.

SCENE, the Duke of Albany'* Palace.

Enter Gonerill and Steward.

Gon. T"X I D my father ftrike my gentleman for chid-

\ 3 ing of his fool ?

Stew. Ay, madam.
Gon. By day and night, he wrongs me ; every hour

He flames into one grois crime or other,

That fets us all at odds ; Til not endure it

:

His Knights grow riotous, and himfelf upbraids us

On ev'ry trifle. When he returns from hunting,

I will not fpeak with him ; fay, I am fick.

Ifyou come flack of former fervices,

You fliall do well ; the fault of it I'll anfwer.

Stew. He's coming, Madam, I hear him.
Gon. Put on what weary negligence you pleafe,

You and your fellows : I'd have it come to queftion.

If he diftafte it, let him to my filler,

Whofe mind and mine, I know, in that are one,

Not to be over-rul'd : Idle old Man, (4)

That

(4) Idle old Man>] The following Lines, as they are fine in

themfelves, and very much in Chara&er foi Gonerill , I have re-

flox'd
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That ftill would manage tficrfe Authorities,

That he hath giv'n away ! Now, by my Life,

Old Fools are .Babes again ; and muft be ufed

With Checks, like Flatt'rers when they're feen t*a-

bafe us.

Remember, what I have faid.

Ste-jj. Very well, Madam.
Gon. And let his Knights have colder looks among

you : what grows of it, no matter ; adviie your fellows

fo : I'll write ftrait to my fitter to hold my courfe : pre-

pare for dinner. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to an open Place before the

Palace.

Enter Kent difgnisd.

Kent, T F bat as well I other accents borrow,

J[ And can my fpeech diffafe, my good intent

May carry thro' it felf to that full iffae,

For which I razM my likenefs. Now, banifh'd Kent,

If thou can' ft ferve where thou doft Hand condemn'd,
So may it come, thy mailer, whom thou lov'ft,

Shall rind thee full of laboars.

Horns within. Enter Lear, Knights and Attendants.

Lear. Let me not ftay a jot for dinner, go, get it ready :

How now, what art thou? [To Kent.

Kent. A man, Sir.

Lear. What doft thou profefs ? what would'ft thou
with us ?

Kent. I do profefs to be no lefs than I feem ; to ferve

him traly, that will pat me in truft; to love him that

is honeft ; to converfe with him that is wife and fays

little ; to fear judgment; to fight when I cannot chufe,

and to eat no fifh.

Lear. What art thou ?

ftor'd from the Old 4to. The laft Verfe, which I hare ven-

tm'd to amend, is there printed thus :

With Checks, lily Flatt'iics when they are f<en Abm'd.

Kent.
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Kent. A very honeft-hearted fellow, and as poor as

th

lS!
S
If thou beeft as poor fo.:a fubjeft as he is for

a King, thou art poor enough. What woulu ft thou ?

Kent. Service.

Lear. Whom would'ft thou ferve ?

Kent. You.
fl

7>*r Doft thou know me, fellow ?

Kent. No, Sir, but you have that in your countenance,

which I would fain call Mafter.

Lear. What's that ?

Kent. Authority.

Lear What fervices canft thou do ?

J&r/ Icankeephoneiltounfels, ride, run, marr a

curtus tale in telLg it, and deliver *J,meffage

bluntly : that which ordinary men are fit for, I am qua

lify'd in : and the beft of me is diligence.

Lear How old art thou ?

Kent. Not fo young, Sir, to love a woman for fing-

ing ; nor fo old, to doat on her for any thing. I have

years on my back forty eight.
7

Leer. Follow me, thou malt ferve me like thee

noWe after dinner, I will not part from thee yet

Dinner, ho, dinner where's my knave ? my fool ?

go you, and call my fool hither. You, you, fmah,

where's my daughter ?

Enter Steward.

Cal

K£". ^ir, he anfwer'd me in the roundeft manner,

he would not.
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that ceremonious affection as you were went ; there's a

great abatement of kindnefs appears as well in the ge-

neral dependants, as in the Duke him felf alfo, and your

daughter.

Lear. Ha ! fay'lt thou fo ?

Knight. I befeech you, pardon me, my lord, if I be

miftaken ; for my duty cannot be filent, when I think

your Highneis is wrong'd.

Lear. Thou but remember'!! me ofmy own concep-

tion. I have perceiv'd a moll faint neglect of late, which
I have rather blamed as my own jealous curiofity, than as

a very pretence and purpofe of unkindnefs ; I will look

further into't ; but where'smy fool ? I have not feen hira

thefe two days.

Knight. Since my young lady's going into France, Sir,

the fcol hath much pined away.
Lear. No more of that, I have noted it well ; go you

and tell my daughter, I would fpeak with her. Go you,
call hither my fcol. O, you, Sir, come you hither, Sir

;

who am I, Sir ?

Enter Steward.

Stew. My lady's father.

Lear. My lady's father ? my lord's knave [ you
whorfen deg, you Have, you cur.

Stew, I am none of thefe, my lord ; I befeech your
pardon

.

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rafcal ?

[Striking himi
Steiv. I'll not be ftruck, my lord.

Kent. Nor trint neither, you bafe foot-ball player.

[Tripping up his heels.

Lear. I thank thee, fellow. Thou ferv'll me, and I'll

love thee.

Kent. Come, Sir, arife, away ; I'll teach you diffe-

rences : away, away ; if you will meafure your lubber's

length again, tarry again ; but away, go to : have you
wildom ? fo. [Pvjbes the Steward out.

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee ; there's

earnelt of thy fervice.

7i
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To them, Enter Fool.

FooL Let me hire him too, here's my coxcomb.

[Giving bis cap.

hear. How now, my pretty knave ? how do'ft thou ?

Fool. Sirrah, you were bell take my coxcomb.
Kent. Why, my boy ?

Fool. Why ? for taking one's part, that is out of fa-

vour ; nay, an thou canit not frnile as the wind fits,

thou It catch cold fhortly. There, take my coxcomb ;

why, this fellow has banifti'd two of his daughters, and
did the third a bleiTing agaihft his will ; if thou fol-

low him, thou mufl needs wear my coxcomb. How
now, nuncle? would, I had two coxcomb?, and two
daughters.

Lear. Why, my boy ?

Fool. If I give them all my living, I'll keep my cox-

comb my felt i there's mine, beg another of thy daugh-
ters.

Lear. Take heed, Sirrah, the whip.

FooL Truth's a dog mull to kennel ; hemuil be whip'd

out, when the lady brach may fland by th' fire and

ftink.

Lear. A peftilent gall to me.

FooL Sirrah, I'q teach thee a fpeech. [To Kent.

Lear. Do.
Fool. Mark it, nuncle ;

Have more than thou Ihoweft,

Speak lefs than thou knoweft,

Lend lefs than thou oweft,

Ride more than thou goeft,

Learn more than thou troweil,

Set lefs than thou throwell,

Leave thy drink and thy whore,

And keep within door,

And thou fhalt have more
Than two >ens to a fcore.

Kent. 1-ms is nothing, fool.

Fool. Then it is like the breath of an unfee'd lawyer,

you gave me nothing for't i can you make no ufe of no-

thing, nuncle? Lear.

\
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Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out of

nothing.

Fool. Pr'ythee, tell him, fo much the rent of his land

ccmes to : he will not believe a fool. [To Kent.
Lear. A bitter fool !

Fool. Deft thou know the difference, my boy, between

a bitter fool and- a fweet one?
Lear. No, lad, teach me.

Fool. 1 hat Lord, that counfePd thee to give away thy
Land,

Come, placf him hereby me! do Thou for him ftand

;

The Fweet and bitter Fool will prefently appear,

The One, in motley here ; the Other, found out there.

Lt . I oft thou c^li me feci, boy ?

Fool. Vn thy other titles thou haft given away ; that

thoi: waft bqrn with.

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord.

Fool. No, faith ; Lords, and great men will not let

me; if I had a monopoly cn't, they would have part

on't : nay, the Ladies too, they'll not let me have all

fool to my felf, they'll be fnatching.

Give me an egg, nuncle, and I'll give thee two crowns,
Lear. What two crowns fhall they be ?

Fool. Why, after I have cut the egg i'th' middle and
eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg ; when
thou cloveft thy Crown i'ih' middle and gav'ft away
both parts, thou bor'ft thine afs on thy back o'er the

dirt ; thou hadft little wit in thy bald crown, when thou

gav'ft thy golden one away : if I fpeak like my felf in

this, let him be whip'd that fir ft finds ic fo.

Fools ne'er had lefs grace in a year, [Singing.

For wife men are grown fofpifb ;

And know not how their wits to wear,
Their manners are fo apifb.

Lear. When were you wont to be fo full of fongsa
firrah ?

Fool. I have ufed it, nuncle, e'er fmce thou mad'ft thy
daughters thy mothers ; for when thou gav'ft them the

rod, and put'ft down thy own breeches,

"Then
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Then they for fudden joy did weep, [Singing.
And Ifor forrow fung ;

That fuch a King Jbould play bo-peep,

And go the fools among.

Pr'ythee, nuncle, keep a fchool-mafter that can teach thy
fool to lie ; I would fain learn to lie.

Lear. If you lie, firrah, we'll have you whipt.

Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters are:

they'll have me whipt for fpeaking true, thou'it have me
whipt for lying ; and, fometimes, I am whipt for hold-

ing my peace. I had rather be any kind o' thing than

a fool, and yet I would not be thee, nuncle ; thou haft

pared thy wit o'both fides, and left nothing i'th' middle

:

here comes one o'th' parings.

To them, Enter Gonerill.

Lear. How now, daughter, what makes that frontlet

on ? you are too much of late i'th' frown.

Fool. Thou waft a pretty fellow, when thou hadft no
need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an O with-

out a figure ; I am better than thou art now ; I am a

fool, thou art nothing. • Yes, forfooth, I will hold

my tongue; [To Gonerill.] fo your face bids me, tho'

you fay nothing.

Mum, ?num, he that keeps nor crujl nor crum, [Singing.

Weary of all, Jhall want fame.
That's a fheal'd peafcod.

Gon. Not only, Sir, this your all-licens'd fool,

But other of your infolent retinue,

Do hourly carp and quarrel, breaking forth

In rank and net to be endured riots.

I thought, by making this well known unto you,

T'have found a fare redrefs ; but now grow fearful,

By what your felf too late have fpoke and done,

That you' protect tjis courfe, and put it on

By your allowance ; if you mould, the fault

Would not 'fcape cenfure, nor the redrefies ueep ;

Which, in the tender of a vvholeiome weal,

Vol. VI. B " Might
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Might in their working do you that offence,

(Which elfe were fhame,) that then neceflity

Will call difcreet proceeding.

Fool. For you know, nuncle,

The hedge-fparro*wfed the Cuckoo fo long,

That it had its head bit off by its Young ;

So out went the candle, and v/e were left darkling.

Lear. Are you our daughter ? [dom,
Gon. I would, you would make ufe of your good wif-

Whereof I know you are fraught, and put away
Thefe difpofitions, which of late tranfport you
From what you rightly are.

Fool. May not an Afs know when the cart draws the

horie ? whoop, Jug, I love thee.

Lear. Does any here know me ? this is not Lear :

Does Lear walk thus ? fpeak thus ? where are his eyes ?

Either his notion weakens, his difcernings

Are lethargied— Ha ! waking 'cis not fo ;

Who is it that can tell me who I am ?

Lears fhadow ? I wculd learn ; for by the marks
Of fovereignty, of knowledge, and of reafon,

1 fhould be falfe perfuaded 1 had daughters.

Your name, fair gentlewoman ?

Gon. Thh admiration, Sir, is much o'th' favour

Of other your new pranks. I do befeech you,

To underfland my purpofes aright.

You, as you're old and reverend, fhould be wife.

Here do you keep a hundred Knights and Squires,

Men fo diforder'd, fo debauch'd and bold,

That this our Court, infecled with their manners,

Shews like a riotous Inn ; Epicurifm and luft

Make it more like a tavern or a brothel,

Than a grac'd Falace. Shame itfelf doth fpeak

For inftant remedy. Be then defir'd

By her, that elfe will take the thing flie begs,

X Of fifty to difquantity your train ;

X A little is the common reading ; but it appears, front what
Lear fays in the next Scene, that this number fifty was required to

be cut off, vjhtch (as the editions flood) i: no where fpeiify'd by

GoneiilJ. Mr. Pope,

And
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And tjie remainders, that fhall ftill depend,

To be fuch men as may befort your age,

And know themfelves and you.

Lear. Darknefs and devils !

Saddle my horfes, call my train together. —
Degen'rate baftard ! I'll not trouble thee ;

Yet have I left a daughter.

Gon. You ftrike my people, and your diforder'd rabble

Make fervants of their betters.

To them, Enter Albany.

Lear. Woe ! that too late repents— O, Sir, are you
come ?

Is it your will, fpeak, Sir ? prepare my horfes.—
[To Albany,

Ingratitude I thou marble-hearted fiend,

More hideous, when thou fhew'it thee in a child,

Than the fea-monfter.

Alb. Pray, Sir, be patient.

Lear. Detefted kite ! thou lieft. [To Gonerill,

My train are men of choice and rareft parts,

That all particulars of duty know ;

And in the mod exac~l regard fupport

The worlhips of their names. O moft fmall fault

!

How ugly didft thou in Cordelia mew ?

Which, like an engine, wrencht my frame of nature

From the fixt place ; drew from my heart all love,

And added to the gall. O Lear, Lear, Lear !

Beat at this gate that let thy folly in, [Striking bis head.

And thy dear judgment out. — Go, go, my people.

Jib. My lord, I'm guiltlefs, as I'm ignorant,

Of what hath moved you.

Lear. It may be fo, my lord

Hear, Nature, hear ; dear Goddefs, hear a Father ?

Sufpend thy purpofe, if thou didft intend

To make this creature fruitful

:

Into her womb convey fterility,

Dry up in her the organs of increafe,

And from her derogate body never fpring

A Babe to honour her ! If me mult teem,

B z Create
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Create her child of fpleen, that it may live,

And be a thwart difnatur'd torment to her ;

Let it Ramp wrinkles in her brow, of youth,
With candent tears fret chanels in her cheeks : (5)
Turn all her mother's pains and benefits

To laughter and contempt; that me may feel,

How {harper than a ferpent's tooth it is,

To have a thanklefs child. — Go, go, my people.

Alb. Now, Gods, that we adore, whereofcomes this?

Gon. Never afflict your felf to know of it

:

But let his difpofmon have that fcope,

That dotage gives it.

Lear. What, fifty ofmy followers at a clap ?

Within a fortnight ?

Alb. What's the matter, Sir ?

Lear. Til tell thee — life and death I T am afham'd

That thou haft power to ihake my manhood thus ;

[To Gon.
That thefe hot tears, which break from me perforce,

Should make thee worth them.— blafts and fogs upon
thee !

Th* untented woundings of a father's curfe

Pierce every fenfe about thee ! Old fond eyes,

Beweep this Caufe again, I'll pluck ye out,

.And caft you, with the waters that you lofe,

To temper clay. Ha ! is it come to this ?

Let it be fo : I have another daughter,

Who, I am fure, is kind and comfortable ;

When me mail hear this of thee, with her nails

She'll flea thy wolfifh vifage. Thou malt find,

That I'll refume the lhape, which thou doft think

(5) With cadent Tears,] Mr. Warburton very happily here

fufpe&s cur Author wrote, candent: as an Epithet of much
iv.ore Energy, and more likely to effeft Lear's Imprecation.

Me brings in Confirmation, what the King fays prefently after 5

That thefe hot Tears, that breaks from me perforce,

And what he fays towards the End of the 4th A& :

——— ' but I am bound

Tpon a Wheel of Fire, that mint own Tears

I'o icald uks moiten Lead.

I
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I have cad off for ever. [Ex. Lear and attendants.

Gon. Do you mark that ?

Alb. I cannot be fo partial, Gonerill,

To the great love I bear you,

Gon. Pray you, be content. What, Ofiwald, ho !

You, Sir, more knave than fool, after your mafter.

Fool. Nuncle Lear, nuncle Lear, tarry, take the fool

with thee :

A Fox, when one has caught her,

And fuch a daughter,

Should fure to the flaughter,

If my cap would buy a halter,

So the fool follows after. [Ex if,-

Gon. This man hath had good counfel,— a hundred
[Knights

!

*Tis politick, and fafe, to let him keep

A hundred Knights; yes, that on ev'ry dream,

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, diflike,

He may enguard his dotage with their pow'rs, 1

And hold our lives at mercy: Ofzvald, I fay.

Alb. Weli, you may fear too far ;—
Gon. Safer than truft too far.

Let me Hill take away the harms I fear,

Not fear Hill to be harm'd. I know his heart;

What he hath utter'd, I have writ my filler ;

If fhe'll fuitain him and his hundred Knights,

When I have Ihew'd th' unfnnefs

Enter Steward,

How now, Ofwald?
What, have you writ that letter to my filler ?

Stew. Ay, Madam.
Gon. Take you fome company, and away to horfe

;

Inform her full of my particular fears,

And thereto add fuch reafons of your own,
As may compacl it more. So get you gone,

I \nd haften your return. [Exit Steward;
- No, no, my lord,

This milky gentlenefs and courfe of yours,

Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon,

B 3 You
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You are much more at task for want of wifdom,
Than prais'd for harmful mildnefs.

Alb. How far your eyes may pierce, I cannot tell

;

Striving to better, oft we mar what's well.

Gon. Nay, then

Mb. Well, well, th' event. [Exeunt.

S C E N E, a Court-Yard belonging to the Duke
of Albany'.)- Palace.

Re-enter Lear, Kent, Gentleman and Fool.

Lear.f^ O you before to Glo'Jler with thefe letters

;

VJ acquaint my daughter no further with any
thing you know, than comes from her demand out of

the letter ; if your diligence be not fpeedy, I mall be

there afore you.

Kent. I will not fleep, my lord, 'till I have delivered

your letter. [Exit.

Fool. Jf a man's brain were in his heels, wer't not in

danger of kibes ?

Lear. Ay, boy.

Fool. Then, I pr'ythee, be merry, thy wit fhall not

go ilip-fhod.

Lear. Ha, ha, ha.

Fool. Shalt fee, thy other daughter will ufe thee kindly;

for though (he's as like this as a crab's like an apple, yet

I can tell what I can tell.

Lear. What can'ft tell, boy ?

Fool. She will tafte as like this, as a crab does to a

crab. Can'ft thou tell, why one's nofe ftands i'th' middle

of one's face ?

Lear. No.
Fool. Why, to keep one's eyes of either fide one's

r.ofe ; that what a man cannot fmell out, he may fpy

into.

Lear. 1 did her wrong
Fool. Can'ft tell how an oyfter makes his ftiell ?

Lear. No.

Fool*
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Tool, Nor I neither j but I can tell, why a fnail has a

houfe.

Lear, Why ?

Fool. Why, to put's head in, not to give it away to

his daughters, and leave his horns without a cafe.

Lear. I will forget my nature : fo kind a father! be

my horfes ready ?

Fool. Thy affes are gone about 'em ; the reafon, why
the feven ftars are no more chan feven, is a pretty reafon.

Lear. Becaufe they are not eight.

Fool. Yes, indeed ; thou wouldft make a good fool.

Lear. To take't again perforce ! monfler ingra-

titude !

Fool If you were my fool, nuncle, I'd have thee bea-

ten for being old before thy time.

Lear. How's that ?

Fool. Thou fhoald'il not have been old, 'cil! thoa liadft

been wife.

Lear, O, let me not be mad, not mad, fweet heav'n f

Keep me in temper, I would not be mad.

Enter Gentleman.

How now, are the horfes ready ?

Gent. Ready, my lord.

Lear. Come, boy.

Fool. She that's a maid now, and laughs at my de-

parture,

Shall not be a maid long, unkfs things be cutfhorter.

[Exeunt.

ACT
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ACT II.

SCENE, A Caftle belonging to the Earl
of Glo'fter.

Enter Edmund and Curan, federally.

E D M UN D.

SAVE thee, Curan.
Cur. And you, Sir. I have been with your fa-

ther, and given him notice that the Duke of Corn'
nuall

9 and Regan his Dutchefs, will be here with him
this night.

Earn. How comes that ?

Cur. Nay, I know not ; you have heard of the news
abroad \ I mean, the whifper'd ones; for they are yet

but ear-kiffing arguments.

Edm. Not J ; pray you, what are they ?

Cur. Have you heard of no likely wars toward, 'twixt

the Dukes of Cornwall and Albany?
Edm, Not a word.
Cur. You may do then in time. Fare you well, Sir,

{Exit.

Edm. The Duke be here to night ! the better ! bell

!

This weaves it felf perforce into my bufinefs

;

My father hath fet guard to take my brother,

And I have one thing of a queazy queflion

Which I muft act: briefnefs, and fortune work f

Brother, a word ; defcend ; Brother, I fay ;—
To hint} Enter Edgar.

My father watches ; O Sir, fly this place,

Intelligi nee is giv'n where you are hid

;

You've now the good advantage of the night —

—

Have you not fpoken 'gain ft the Duke of Cornwall?

He's coming hither, now i'th' night, i'th' hafte,

And



King Liar. 33
And Regan with him ; have you nothing faid

Upon his Party 'gainft the Duke of Albany?
Advife your felf.

Edg. I'm lure on't, not a word.

Edm. I hear my father coming. Pardon me—
In cunning, I mull draw my fword upon you

Draw, feem to defend your felf.

Now quit you wrell

Yield come before my father—light hoa, here I

Fly, brother— Torches !— fo farewel— [Ex. Edg.

Some blood, drawn on me, would beget opinion

[Wounds his arm»

Of my more fierce endeavour. I've feen drunkards

Do more than this in fport. Father ! father !

Stop, flop, no help ? 1 1 *

To hinty Enter Glo'fler, and fewants with torches.

Glo. Now, Edmund, where' s the villain ?

Edm. Here flood he in the dark, his hharp fword out,

Mumbling of wicked Charms, conj'ring the moon
• To iland 's aufpiciou- rniihefs.

Glo. But where is he ?

Edm. Look, Sir, I bleed.

Glo. Where is the villain, Edmund?
Edm. Fled this way, Sir,

4
when by no means he

could

Glo. Purfue him, ho ! go after. By no means, what ?

—

Edm. Perfuade me to the murther of your lordlhip ;

But that, I told him, the revenging Gods
'Gainft Parricides did all the thunder bend,

Spoke with how manifold and ftrong a bond

The child was bound to th' father.- Sir, in fine,

Seeing how lothly oppofite I flood

To his unnat'ral purpofe, in tell motion

With his prepared fword he charges home
My unprovided body, lanc'd my arm

;

And when he faw my beft alarmed fpirits,

Bold in the quarrel's right, rous'd to th' encounter,

Or whether gafted by the noife I made,

Full fuddenly he fled.

B s Gh:
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Glo. Let him fly far ;

Not in this land fhall ke remain uncaught

And found ; difpatch the noble Duke my mafler,

My worthy and arch-patron, comes to-night; (6)

By his authority I will proclaim it,

That he, who finds him, mall deferve our thanks,

Bringing the murth'rous coward to the Hake :

He that conceals him, death.

Edm. When I difTwaded him from his intent,

And found him pight to do it, with curft fpeech

I threaten'd to dilcover him ; he replied,

Thou unpolfeffing Bafb.rd ! do'il thou think,

If I would (land againft thee, would the repofal

Of any truit, virtue, cr worth in thee

Make thy words faith'd ? no ; what I mould deny,—-
(As this I would, although thou didft produce

My very character) I'd turn it all

To thy f ggeftion, plot, and damned practice

;

And thou mull make a dullard of the world,

If they not thought the profits of my death

"Were very pregnant and potential (purs

To make thee feek it. [Trumpets within.

Glo. O Grange, failen'd, villain!

Would he deny his letter r — I never got him.

Hark, the Duke's trumpets ! I know not why he comes—
All Ports I'll bar; the villain fhall not 'fcape;

The Di ke mtift grant me that ; befides, his picture

I will lend far and near, that all the Kingdom
May have due note of him ; and of my land,

{Loyal and natural Boy !) Til work the means
To make thee capable.

(6) My worthy Arch and Pr.tron.] I can meet with no Au-
thority of this Word ufed in this manner, to lignify, my
Prince, my ^ hicf 3 but always as an epitaiic Taiticle prenVd
and annexed o another Noun: and therefore I hve v. ntui'd

to fuppo r
e a Tranfpoiition of the Copulative, and that we

ought to read, ^Arcb-pttron, as *Anh'dHk£i Anh-arigel> sArch-

in/hop, &C,

Enter
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Enter Cornwall, Regan, and attendants.

Corn. How now, my noble friend ? fince I cam*
hither,

Which I can call but now, I have heard ftrange news.
Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too fhort,

Which can purfue th
T
offender ; how does my lord ?

Glo. O Madam, my old heart is crack'd, it's crack'd.

Reg. What, did my father's godfon feek your life ?

He whom my father nam'd, your Edgar ?

Glo O lady, lady, Shame would have it hid.

Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous Knights,

That tend upon my father ?

Glo. I know not, Madam : 'tis too bad, too bad.

EJm. Yes, Madam, he was cf that confort.

Reg. No marvel then, though he were ill affected ;

'Tis they have put him on the old man's death,

To have th'expence and wafte of his revenues.

I have this prefent evening from my filler

Been well inform'd of them ; and with fuch cautions,

That if they come to fcjourn at my houfe,

I'll not be there.

Corn. Nor I, I affure thee, Regan ;

Edmund^ I hear, that ycu have fhewn your father

A child-like office.

Edm. 'Twas my duty, Sir.

Glo. Ke did bewray his practice, and receiv'd

This hurt you fee, ftriving to apprehend him.

Corn. Is he puriued ?

Gj. Ay, my good lord.

Corn. If he be tak?n, he fhall never more

Be fear'd of doing harm : make your own purpofe,

Kow in my ftrength you pleafe. As for you, Edmund?

Whofe virtue and obedience doth this inftant

So much commend it felf, you fhall be ours

;

Natures of fuch deep Trull we fhall much need :

You we flril feize on.

Edm. I fhall ferve you, Sir,

Truly, however elfe.

Glo, I thank your Grace,
C*r*<
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Com. You know not why we came to vifit you —

—

Reg. Thus out of feafon threading dark-ey'd night ; (7)

Occafions, noble Glcffter, of fome prize,

Wherein we muft have ufe of your advice.—

—

Our father he hath writ, fo hath our filler,

Of differences, which I beft thought it fit

To anfwer from cur home : the fev'ral meffengers

From hence attend difpatch. Our good old friend,

Lay Comforts to your bofom ; and bellow
Your needful counfel to our bufineffes,

Which crave the inftant ufe.

GIo. I ferve you, Madam :

Your Graces are right welcome. [Exeunt.

Enter Kent, and Steward, federally.

Stew. Good evening to thee, friend ; art of this houfe ?

Kent. Ay.
Stew. Where may we fet our horfes ?

Kent. I'th' mire.

Stew. Pr'ythee, if thou lov'fl me, tell me.
Kent. I love thee not.

Stew. Why then I care not for thee.

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would make
thee care for me.

Stew. Why doft thou ufe me thus ? I know thee not.

Kent. Fellow, I know thee.

Stew. What doll: thou know me for ?

Kent. A knave, a rafcal, an eater of broken meats,

a bafe, proud, lhallow, beggarly, three-fuited, hun-
dred-pound, filthy worfted- Hocking knave; a lilly-

liver'd, adlion-taking, knave; awhorfon, glafs-gazing,

(7) threading dai\-ey
yd Night.] I have not ventnr'd to

difplace this Reading, tho' 1 have great Sufpicion that the Poet

wrote,
! -treading darl^ey^d night.

i. e. travelling in it. The other carries too obfeure, and
mean an Allufion. It muft either be borrow'd from the Cait-

phrafe of threading of ^Alleys, i. e. going thro' bye-paflages

to avoid the high Streets j 01 to threading a Nudlt in the dark,.

fuper -
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fuper-ferviceable, finical rogue; one- trunk- inheriting

flave ; one that would' 11 be a bawd in way of good
fervice; and art nothing but the compofnion of a
knave, beggar, coward, pander, and the fon and heir
of a mungril bitch ; one whom I will beat into clam-
'rous whining, if thou deny'ft the lealr. fyllable of thy
addition.

Stew. Why, what a monftrous fellow art thou, thus
to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, nor knows
thee ?

Kent. What a brazen-fac'd varlet art thou, to deny thou
know'it. me ? is it two days ago, fince I tript up thy
heels, and beat thee before the King ? draw, you rogue;
for tho' it be night, yet the moon fhines ; I'll make a
fop o'th' moonfhine of you ; you whorfon, cullionly,

barber-monger, draw. [Drawing his/word.
Stew. Away, I have nothing to do with thee.

Kent. Draw, you rafcal ; you come with letters againfr.

the King ; and take Vanity, the Puppet's part, againft

the royalty of her father ; draw, you rogue, or Pll fo

carbonado your {hanks ——— draw, you rafcal, come
your ways.

Stew. Help, ho! murther ! help I

Kent. Strike, you flave; Hand, rogue, ftand, you neat

flave, ftrike. [Beating him.
Stew. Help ho ! murther \ murther f

Enter Edmund, Cornwall, Regan, Glo'fter, and
Servants.

Edm. How now, what's the matter ? Part—

—

Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you pleafe ; come,
I'll flefh ye ; come on, young mailer.

Gin. Weapons ? arms ? what's the matter here ?

Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; he dies, that flrikes

again ; what's the matter ?

Reg. The mefTcngers from our filler and the King ?

Corn. What is your difference ? fpeak.

Stew. I am fcaroe in breath, my lord.

Kent. No marvel, you have fo beftir'd your valour

;

you cowardly rafcal ! nature disclaims all lhare in thee

:

a tailor made thee.
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Corn. Thou art a ftrange fellow ; a tailor make a man ?

Kent. I, a tailor, Sir ; a ftone-cutter, or a painter could

not have made him fo ill, tho* they had been but two
hours o'th' trade.

Com. Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ?

Stew. This anc^nt ruffian, Sir, whofe life I have fparM

at fuif of his grey ard «

Kent. Thou whorfon zed! thou unneceiTary letter!

my lord, if you will rive mc leave. I will tread this un-

bolted villain into rourtar, and daub the wall of a jakes

with him. Spare my grey beard ? you wagtail !—
Com. Peace, Sirrah I

You beallly 1-nave, know you no reverence ?

Kent. Yes, Sir, but anger hath a privilege.

Corn. Why art thou angry ?

Kent. That fuch a flave as this fhou'd wear a fword,

Who wears no honefty : fuch fmiling rogues as thefe,

Like rats, oft bite the holy cords in twain (8)

Too 'intrinficate t*unlocfe : footh every paffion,

That in the nature of their lords rebels

:

(8) Like rats, oft bite the holy Cords atwaine,

Which are r* intrince, t'tmbtfi}] Thus the firft Editors blun-

der'd this Paflage into unintelligible Nonfenfc. Mr. Pope fo

far has difengag'd ihem, as to give us plain Senfe, but by

throwing out the Epithet holy, 'tis evident, he was not aware

of the Poet's tine Meaning. 1*11 firft cftabUlh and prove the

Reading ; then explain the Allufion. Thus the Poet gave it j

Like rats, oft bite the holy Cords in twain,

Too 'intrinficate t*unhofe

It means, inward, hidden; perplext; as a Knot, hard to be

unravell'd; it isderiv'd from the Latin adverb mirinfecus-, from
which the Italians have coin'd a very beautiful Phrafe, intrin-

Jicarfi col uno, i. e. to grow intimate with, to wind one felf in-

to another. Ana now to our Author's Senfe. Kent is rating

the Steward, as a Parafite of Go?ieriiCs-, and fuppofes very juft-

ly, that he has fomented die Quarrel betwixt that Princefs

and her Father: in which Office, he compares him to a facri-

legious Rat: and by a fine Metaphor, as Mr. Wa.onrton ob-

ferved to me, fliles the Union between Parents and Children

tht holy Cords,

Bring;
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Bring oil to fire, fnovv to their colder moods

;

Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks
With ev'ry Gale and Vary of their matters ;

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following.

A plague upon your epileptick vifage !

Smile you my fpeeches, as I were a fool ?

Goofe, if I had you upon Sarum-iphm
9

I'd drive ye cackling home to Camelot.

Com. What art thou mad, old fellow !

Glo. How fell you out ? fay that.

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy,

Than I and fuch a knave.

Corn. Why doft thou call him knave ? what is his fault?
Kent. His countenance likes me not.

Corn, No more, perchance, does mine, nor his, nor
hers.

Kent. Sir, 'tis my occupation to be plain ;

I have feen better faces in my time,

Than {land on any moulder that I fee

Before me at this infiant.

Corn. This is fome fellow,

Who having been prais'd for bluntnefs, doth afreft

A fawcy roughnefs ; and conilrains the garb,

Quite from his nature. He can't flatter, he,

An honeil: mind and plain, he muft fpeak truth

;

An they will take it, fo; if not, he's plain.

Thefe kind of knaves I know, which in this plainnefs

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends,

Than twenty filly ducking obfervants,

That Itretch their duties nicely.

Kent. Sir, in good faith, in fincere verity,

Under th' allowance of your grand afpedl,

Whofe influence, like the wreath of radiant lire

On flickering Phoebus' front

Corn. What mean'ft by this ?

Kent. To go out cf my dialed, which you difcommend
fo much : I know, Sir, I am no flatterer ; he, that be-

guil'd you in a plain accent, was a plain knave ; which
for my part I will not be, though I mould win your dif-

pleafure to intreat me to't.

Corn,

i
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Corn. What was th' offence you gave him ?

Stew. I never gave him any:

It pleas'd the King his mailer very lately

To ftrike at me upon his mifconftruclion :

When he conjunct, and flatt'ring his difpleafure,

Tript me behind ; being down, infulted, rail'd,

And put upon him fuch a deal of man, that

That worthied him ; got praiies of the King,
For him attempting who was felf-fubdu'd ;

And, in the flelhment of this dread exploit,

Drew on me here again.

Kent, None of thefe rogues and cowards.

But Ajax is their fool.

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks.

You ftubborn ancient knave, you rev'rend braggart*

We'll teach you
Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn :

Call not your Stocks for me, I ferve the King

;

On whofe imployment I was fent to you.

You fhall do {mall refpect, fhew too bold malice

Againft the grace and perfon of my mailer,

Stocking his merTenger.

Corn. Fetch forth the Stocks

;

As I have life and honour, there fhall he fit till noon.

Reg. 'Till noon ! till night, my lord, and all night too.

Kent. Why, Madam, if I were your father's dog,

You could not ufe me fo.

Reg. Sir, being his knave, I will. [Stoch brought out.

Corn. This is a fellow of the felf-iame nature

Our Mer fpeaks of. Come, bring away the Stocks.

Glo. Let me befeech your Grace not to do fo

;

His fault is much, and the good King his mailer

Will check him for't ; your purpcs'd low correction

Is fuch, as bafelt, and the meaneil wretches

For piif'rings, and molt common trefpaffes,

Are punihYd with. The King mull take it ill,

That he, fo flightly valued in his melTenger,

Should have him thus reftrain'd.

Corn, i'll anfwer that.

Reg. My Sifter may receive it much more worfe,

To
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To have her Gentleman abus'd, affaulted,

For following her affairs. Put in his legs »

[Kent is put in the Stocks.

Come, my lord, away. [Exeunt Regan and Cornwall.

G/o. I'm fony for thee, friend ; 'tis the Duke's pleafure,

Whofe difpofition, all the world well knows,
Will not be rubb'd nor ftop'd. I'll intreat for thee.

Kent. Pray, do not, Sir. I've watch'd and travelled

hard ;

Some time I fhall fleep out, the reft I'll whittle

:

A good man's fortune may grow out at heels

;

Give you good morrow.
G/o. The Duke's to blame in this, 'twill be ill taken.

[Exit.

Kent. Good King, that mutt approve the common Saw,
Thou out of heaven's benediction com'tt

To the warm fun !

Approach, thou beacon to this under-globe,

[
Looking up to the moon*

That by thy comfortable beams I may
Perufe this letter. Nothing almott fees miracles,

But mifery. I know, 'tis from Cordelia ;

Who hath mott fortunately been inform'd

Of my obfcured courfe. I fhall find time

From this enormous ttate, and feek to give

LofTes their remedies. All weary and o'er-watch'd,

Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold

This fhameful lodging.

Fortune, goodnight; fmile once more, turn thy wheel.

[He Jleeps.

SCENE changes to a part of a Heath.

Enter Edgar.

Edg.'Y' V E heard my felf proclaim'd ;

And, by the happy hollow of a tree,

Efcap'd the hunt. No port is free, no place,

That Guard and mott unufual vigilance

Does not attend my taking. Whiles I may 'fcape,

I will
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I will preferve my felf : and am bethought
To take the bafeft and the pooreft fhape,

That ever Penury in contempt of man
Brought near to beaft : my face I'll grime with filth

;

Blanket my loins ; elfe all my hair in knots j

And with prefented nakednefs out-face

The winds, and perfections of the sky.

The country gives me proof and prefident

Of bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices,

Strike in their numb'd and mortify'd bare arms
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, fprigs of rofemary

;

And with this horrible objecl, from low farms,

Poor pelting villages, fheep-coats and mills,

Sometimes with lunatick bans, fometimes with pray'rs,

Inforce their charity ; poor Turlygood! poor Tom ! •

That's fomething yet : Edgar 1 nothing am. [Exit.

SCENE changes, again, to the Earl of
Glo'fterV Caftle.

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman.

Lear. 3*T^ I S ftrange, that they mould fo depart from

X home,
And not fend back my mefTenger.

Gent. As I learn'd,

The night before, there was no purpofe in them
Of this remove.

Kent. Hail to thee, noble matter !

Lear. Ha ! mak'fl: thou thy fhame thy paftime ?

Kent. No, my lord.

Fool. Ha, ha, he wears cruel garters ; horfes are ty*d

by the heads, dogs and bears by th' neck, monkeys by
th1

loins, and men by th' legs ; when a man is over-lufty

at legs, then he wears wooden nether flocks.

Lear. What's he, that hath fo much thy Place miftook,

To fet thee here ?

Kent. It is both he and lhe,

Your fon and daughter.

Lear. No.
Kent.
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Kent. Yes.

Lear. No, I fay.

Kent. I fay, yea.

Lear. By Jupiter, I fwear, no.

AT<?#/. By Juno, I fwear, ay.

Lear. They durft not do't.

They could not, would not do't ; 'tis worfe than murther,
To do upon refpcdl fuch violent outrage :

Refolve me with all modeft hafte, which way
Thou might' it deferve, or they impofe this ufage,

Coming from us ?

Kent. My lord, when at their home
I did commend your Highnefs' letters to them,
Ere I was rifen from the place, that fhew'd

My duty kneeling, came a reeking Poft,

Stew'd in his hafte, half breathlefs, panting forth

From Gonerill his miftrefs, falutation ;

Deliver'd letters fpight of intermiffion,

Which prefently they read : on whofe contents

They fummon'd up their meiny, ftrait took horfe ;

Commanded me to follow, and attend

The leifure of their anfwer ; gave me cold looks

;

And meeting here the other meflenger,

Whofe welcome, I perceiv'd, had poifon'd mine;
(Being the very fellow, which of late

Difplay'd fo faucily againft your Highnefs,)

Having more man than wit about me, J drew

;

He rais'd the houfe with loud and coward cries :

Your fon and daughter found this trefpafs worth
The iharne which here it fufFers.

Fool. Winter's not gone yet, if the wild geefe fly that

way.
Fathers, that wear rags,

Do make their children blind ;

But fathers, that bear bags,

Shall fee their children kind.

Fortune, that arrant whore,

Ne'er turns the key to th' poor.

But, for all this, thou fhalt have as many dolours from

Thy dear daughters, as thou canft tell in a year.

Lear.
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Lear, Oh, how this mother fwells up tovv'rd my heart!

Hyfterica paffio, down, thou climbing forrow,

Thy element's below; where is this daughter ?

Kent. With the Earl, Sir, here within.

Lear. Follow me not ; Hay here. [Exit.

Gen. Made you no more offence,

But what you fpeak of?

Kent. None.
How chance the King comes with fo final! a number ?

Fool. An thou hadit been fet i' th' flocks for that que-
flion, thou'dfl well deferved it.

Kent. Why, fool?

Fool. We'll fet thee to fchool to an Ant, to teach thee

there's no lab'ring i' th' winter. All, that follow their'
.

nofes are led by their eyes, buc blind men ; and there's

not a nofe among twenty, but can fmell him that's link-

ing-—- let go thy hold, when a great wheel runs down
a hill, left it break thy neck with following it ; but the

great one that goes upward, let him draw thee after.

When a wife man gives thee better counfel, give me mine
again ; I would have none but knaves follow it, fince a
fool gives it.

That Sir, which ferves for gain,

And follows but for form,

Will pack, when it begins to rain,

And leave thee in the florin :

But I will tarry, the fool will flay,

And let the wife man fly :

The knave turns fool, that runs away ;

The fool no knave, perdy.

Kent. Where learn'd you this, fool ?

Fool. Not i' th' Stocks, fool.

Enter Lear and Glo'fler.

Lear. Deny to fpeak with me? they're fick, they're

weary,

They have travell'd all the night? mere fetches,

The images of revolt and flying off.

Bring me a better anfwer <

Glo. My dear lord,

Yon
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You know the fiery quality of the Duke :

How unremovable, and fixt he is

In his own courfe.

Lear. Vengeance! plague! death! confufion f .

.

Fiery ? what fiery quality ? why, Gfcfter,

I'd (peak with th' Duke of Cornwall, and his wife.

Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform'd them fo.
1

Lear. Inform'd them ? doll thou underHand me, man I

Glo. Ay, my good lord ?

Lear. The King would {peak with Cornwall, the

dear father

Wou'd with his daughter fpeak ; commands her fervice

:

Are they inform'd of this ? — my breath and blood !—
Fiery ? the fiery duke ? tell the hot Duke, that

No, but not yet ; may be, he is not well ;]

Infirmity doth flill neglect all office,

Whereto our health is bound ; we're not our felves,

When Nature, being oppreft, commands the mind
To fufFer with the body. I'll forbear ;

And am fall'n out with my more headier will,

To take the indifpos'd and fickly fit

For the found man.— Death on my flate ! but wherefore

Should he fit here ? this Ac~l perfuades me,
That this remotion of the Duke and her

Is practice only. Give me my fervant forth ;

Go, tell the Duke and's wife, I'd fpeak with them :

Now, prefently,— bid them come forth and hear me,
Or at their chamber-door I'll beat the drum,
'Till it cry, fleep to death.

Glo. I would have all well betwixt you. [Exit.

Lear. Oh me, my heart ! my rifing heart! but down.
Fool. Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to the Eels,

when me put them i' th' Pally alive ; me rapt 'em o'th'

coxcombs with a flick, and cry'd, down wantons, down ;

'Twas her brother, that in pure kindnefs to his horfe

butter'd his hay.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Glo'fler, and Servants.

Lear. Good morrow to you both.

Com. Hail to your Grace! [Kent isfet at liberty.

Reg.
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Reg. I am glad to fee your Highnefs.

Lear. Regan, I think, you are; I know, what reafoa

I have to think fo ; if thou wert not glad,

I would divorce me from thy mother's tomb,

Sepulchring an adult'refs. O, are you free ? [To Kent.

Some other time for that. Beloved Regan,

Thy filler's naught : oh Regan, {he hath tied

Sharp-tooth'd unkindnefs, like a vulture here 5

[Points to his heart.

I can fcarce fpeak to thee ; thou'lt not believe,

With how deprav'd a quality oh Regan !—

—

Reg. I pray you, Sir, take patience ; I have Hope,

You lefs know how to value her defert,

Than me to fcant her duty.

Lear. Say ? How is that ?

Reg. I cannot think, my filler in the leaft

Would fail her obligation. If, perchance,

She have reftrain'd the riots of your followers

;

'Tis on fuch ground, and to fuch wholefom end,

As clears her from all blame.

Lear. My curfes on her !

Reg. O Sir, you are old,

Nature in you Hands on the very verge

Of her confine ; you mould be rul'd and led

By feme difcretion, that difcerns your ftate

Better than you your Self : therefore, I pray you,

That to our filler you do make return

;

Say, you have wrong'd her, Sir.

Lear. Ask her forgivenefs ?

Do you but mark, how this becomes the Ufe ? (9)

(9) Do you butmarl^how this becomes the Houfe?] ThisPhrafc

to mc is unintelligible, and feems to fay nothing to the pur-

pofe: Neither can it mean, as 1 conceive, how this becomes

the Order of Families. Lear would certainly intend to reply,

how does asking my Daughters Forgivenefs become me as a

Father, and agree with common Faftiion, the cftablifh'd Rule

and Cuftom of Nature? It feems, therefore, no Doubt to me,

but the Poet wrote, as 1 have alter*d the Text. And that Shake-

fpeare employs^/' in this Signification, is too obvious to want
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Dear daughter, I confefs, that I am old ;

Age is unneceflary : On my knees I beg,

That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food.

Reg. Good Sir, no more ; thefe are unfightly tricks ;

Return you to my filler.

Lear. Never, Regan :

She hath abated me of halfmy train ;

Luok'd blank upon me ; ftruck me with her tongue, (10)
Moft Terpen t-like, upon the very heart.

Ail the ltor'd vengeances of heaven fall

On her ingrateful Top ! flrike her young bones,

You taking airs, with lamenefs !

Corn. Fie, Sir ! fie

!

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding flames

Into her fcornful eyes ! infedt her beauty,

You fen-fuck'd fogs, drawn by the powerful fun

To fall, and blafl her pride.

Reg. O the bleft Gods!
So will you wifil on me, when the ram mood is on.

Lear. No, Regan, thou fhalt never have my curfe

:

Thy tender-hefted nature fhall not give

Thee o'er to harfhnefs ; her eyes are fierce, but thine

Do comfort, and not burn. *Tis not in thee

To grudge my pleafures, to cut off my train,

To bandy halty words, to fcant my fizes,

And, in conclufion, to oppofe the bolt

Againft my coming in. Thou better know'fl

The offices of nature, bond of child-hood,

Effects of courtefie, dues of gratitude :

Thy half o'th' Kingdom thou haft not forgot,

Wherein I thee endow'd.

Reg. Good Sir, to th* purpofe. [Trumpet within.

Lear. Who put my man i
1
th' Stocks ?

(10) Look'd black upon me,1 This is a Phrafe which I

do not underftand 5 neither have I any where elfe met with

it. But to lool^blank^ is a known Expreffion, fignifying, either

to give difcouraging Looks to another, or to ftand difmay'd

and difappointed oneVfelf. The Poet means here, that Gomrill

gave him cold Lookj, as he before phrafcs it in this play.

Enter
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Enter Steward*

Corn, What trumpet's that ?

Reg. I know't, my filler's : this approves her letter,

That fhe would foon be here. Is your lady come ?

Lear. This is a flave, whofe eafie-borrowed pride

Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows*

Out, varlet, from my fight.

Corn, What means your Grace ?

Enter Gonerill.

Lear. Whoflocktmy fervant? Regan, I've good hope,

Thou didft not know on't. Who comes here ?

O Heav'ns,

If you do love old men, if your fweet fway (u)
Hallow obedience, if your felves are old,

Make it your caufe ; fend down, and take my part.

Art not afham'd to look upon this beard ?

O Regan , will you take her by the hand ?

Gon. Why not by th' hand, Sir ? how have I offended ?

All's not offence, that indifcretion finds,

And dotage terms fo.

Lear. O fides, you are too tough !

Will you yet hold ?— how came my man i' th' Stocks ?

Corn. I fet him there, Sir : but his own diforders

Deferv'd much lefs advancement.

Lear. You ? did you ?

Reg. I pray you, Father, being weak, feem fo.

If, 'till the expiration of your month,
You will return and fojourn with my filler,

Difmifiing half your train, come then to me ;

I'm now from home, and out of that provifion

(n)— if your fweet fway
Allow Obedience,'] Could any Man in his Senfes, and Lear has

'cm yet, make it a Queftion whether Heaven allow'd Obedi-

ence? Undoubtedly, the Poet wrote— Hallow Obedience,

i. e. if by your Ordinances you hold and pronounce it fancli-

fed 5 and punifhthe Violators of it as facrilegious Perfons.

Which
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Which mall be needful for your entertainment.

Lear, Return to her, and fifty men difmifs'd?

No, rather I abjure all roofs, and chufe (12)

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl

;

To wage, againft the enmity o' th' air,

NeceiTity's (harp pinch— Return with her ?

Why, the hot-blooded Trance, that dow'rlefs took

Our youngeft born, I could as well be brought

To knee his throne, and "Squire-like pennon beg,

To keep bafe life a-foot ; Return with her .?

Perfuade me rather to be Have, and fumpter,

To this detefted groom.
Gon. At your choice, Sir.

Lear. I pr'ythee, daughter, do not make me mad 5

I will not trouble thee, my child. Farewel ;

We'll no more meet, no more fee one another ;

But yet thou art my flefh, my blood, my daughter,

Or rather a difeafe that's in my flefh,

Which I rauft needs call mine ; thou art a bile,

A plague- fore, or imboffed carbuncle,

In my corrupted blocd ; but I'll not chide thee.

Let fhame come when it will, I do not call it ;

I do not bid the thunder-bearer fhoot,

Nor tell tales of thee to high-judging Jove.
Mend when thou can ft ; be better at thy leifure.

I can be patient, I can flay with Regan

;

I, and my hundred Knights.

Reg. Not altogether io ;

I look'd not for you yet, nor am provided

For your fit welcome ; give ear to my filler %

(12) and chafe

To wage againft the enmity o* th* yAir*

To be a Comrade with the Wolf and Owl,
Keccjfity's /burp Pimh.] The Breach of the Senfe here

is a manifeft Proof, that thefe Lines were tranfpos'd by the
firft Editors : Neither can there be any Syntax or Grammatical
Coherence, unlefs we fuppofe Necejfity's fiarp Pinch to be the
Accusative to wage. As 1 have plac'd the Veifes, the Senfe is

fine and eafie j and the Sentence compleat and fiauVd.

Vol. VI. C For
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For thofe that mingle reafon with your paffion,

Murt be content to think you old, and fo

But (he knows what me does.

Lear. Is this well fpoken ?

Reg. I dare avouch it, Sir ; what, fifty followers ?

Is it not well ? what mould you need of more ?

Yea, or fo many ? fince both charge and danger
Speak 'gainft fo great a number : hew in one houfe
Should many people under two commands
Hold amity ? 'tis hard, almeft imporLble.

Go?i. Why might not you, my lord, receive attendance

From thofe that ihe calls fervants, or from mine ?

Reg. Why not, my lord ? if then they chane'd to

flack ye,

We could controul them ; if you'll come to me,
(For now I fpy a danger) I intreat you
To bring but five and twenty ; to no mere
Will I give place or notice.

Lear. I gave you all

Reg. And in good time you gave it.

Lear. Made you my Guardians, my depofi'taries

;

But kept a refervaticn to be follow'd

With fuch a number ; muft I come to you
With five and twenty ? Regan, faid you fo ?

Reg. And fpeak't again, my lord, no more with me.
Lear. Thofe wicked creatures yet do look well-favour'd,

When others are more wicked : Not being worft,

Stands in feme rank of praife ; I'll go with thee ;

Thy fifty yet doth double five and twenty ;

And thou art twice her love.

Gon. Hear me, my lord ;

What need ycu five and twenty, ten, or five,

To follow in a houfe, where twice fo many
Have a command to tend you ?

Reg. What needs one ?

Lear. O, reafon not the need : our bafeft beggars

Are in the pcoreir. thing fuperfluous

;

Allow not nature more than nature needs,

JVIan's life is cheap as beahV. Thou art a lady ;

If only to go warm were gorgeous.

Why,



King Lear* 51

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear'lT,

Which fcarcely keeps thee warm; but for true need,

You heav'ns, give me that patience which I need !

You fee me here, you Gods, a poor old man,
As full of grief as age ; wretched in both I

If it be you, that ftir thefe daughters' hearts

Againft their father, fool me not fo much
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ;

0 let not womens' weapons, water-drops,

Stain my man's cheeks. No, you unnat'ral hag:,

1 will have fuch revenges on you both,

That all the world {hall I will do fuch things,

What they are, yet I know not ; but they fhall be

The terrors of the earth : you think, I'll weep :

No, I'll not weep. I have full caufe of weeping

:

This heart mall break into a thoufand flaws

Or ere I weep. O fool, I fhall go mad.
[Exeunt Lear, Glo'fter, Kent and Fool.

Corn. Let us withdraw, 'twill be a ftorm.

[Storm and tempeft.

Reg. This houfe is little ; the old man and his people

Cannot be well beltow'd.

Gon. 'Tis his own blame hath put himfelf from reft,

And mud needs tafte his folly.

Reg. For his particular, I'll receive him gladly

;

But not one follower.

G&n. So am I purpos'd.

Where is my Lord of Gtfjier?

Enter Glo'flef.

Corn. Follow'd the old man forth ;— he is return'cL

Glo. The King is in high rage, and will I know not
whither.

Com. 'Tis beft to give him way, he leads himfelfl

Gon. My lord, intreat him by no means to Hay.
Glo. Alack, the night comes on : and the high winds

Do forely rufrle, for many miles about

There's fcarce a bum.
Reg. O Sir, to wilful men,

The injuries, that they themfelves procure*

C 2 Muft
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Mull be their fchool-mafters ; fhut up yeur doors

;

He is attended with a defp'rate train

;

And what they may incenfe him to, being apt

To have his ear abus'd, wifdom bids fear.

Corn, Shut up your doors, my lord, 'tis a wild night.

My Regan counfels well: come out o' th" ftorm

[Exeunt*

ACT III.

SCENE,/? Heath.

AJlorm h heard, with thunder and lightning. Enter

Kent, and a Gentleman, federally

\

K E N T.

WHO's there, befides foul weather ?

Gent. One minded like the weather, moll

unquietly.

Kent. I know you ; where's the King?

Gent. Contending with the fretful elements ;

Bids the wind blow the earth into the fea

;

Or fwell the curled waters 'bove the main,

That things might change, or ceafe : tears his white hair;

(Which the impetuous blafts with eyelefs rage

Catch in their fury, and make nothing of.)

Strives in his little World of Man t' outfcorn

The to and- fro -conflicting Wind and Rain.

This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch,

The lion, and the belly pinched wolf

Xeep their furr dry ; unbcnnetted he runs,

And bids what will, take all.

Kent. But who is with him ?

Gent. None but the Fool, who labours to out-jeft

His heart- firuck injuries.

Kent. Sir, I do know you,

And dare, upon the warrant of my note,

Commend a dea> tiling to you. There's divifion

(Al-
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(• Although as yet the face of it is cover'd

With mutual cunning) 'twixt Albany and Cornwall:
Who have (as who have not, whom their great liars (13)
Throne and fet high ?) fervants, who feein no leis

;

Which are to France the fpies and fpeculations

Intelligent of our ftate. What hath been feen,

Either in muffs and packings of the Dukes ;

Or the hard rein, which both of them have borne

Againft the old kind king ; or fomething deeper,

(Whereof, perchance, thefeare but furnifhings —
)

But true it is, from France there comes a power
Into this fcatterM kingdom ; who already,

Wife in our negligence, have fecret fea

In fome of our beii ports, and are at point

To mow their open banner Now to you,
If on my credit you dare build fo far

To make your fpeed to Dover, you fhall find

Some that will thank you, making juft report

Ofhow unnatural and bemadding forrow

The King hath caufe to plain.

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding,

And from fome knowledge and affurance of .you,
Offer this office.

Gent, I'll talk further with you.

Kent. No, do not

:

For confirmation that I am much more
Than my out-wail, open this purfe and take

What it contain?. If you fhall fee Cordelia,

(As, fear not, but you ffiallj fhew her that Ring,

And ihe will tell you who this fellow is,

That yet you do not know. Fie on this Itorm !

I will go feek the King.

(•13) Who have, as who have mt9 ] The eight fubfequenS

Veifes were degraded by Mr. Pope, as unintelligible, and to no
purpofe. For my part, I fee nothing in them but what is very
eafie to be underftood ; and the Lines feem abfolutely necef-

fary to clear up the Motives, upon which France prepar'd his

Invafton : noi without them is the Senfe of the Context com-
pleat,

C 3 Gent.
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Gent. Give me your hand, have you no more to fay ?

Kent. Few words, but, to effect., more than all yet

;

That, when we have found the King, (in which you take
That way, I this:) he that firft lights on him,
Halloo the other. [Exeunt federally.

Storm ftill. Enter Lear and Fool.

Lear. Blow winds, and crack your cheeks ; rage, blow !

You cataracts, and hurricanoes, fpout

'Till you have drenchtour lleeples, drown'd the cocks I

You fulpfTrous and thought-executing fires,

Vaunt-couriers of oak-cleaving thunder-bolts,

Singe my white head. And thou all-making thunder,

Strike flat the thick rotundity o' th' world ;

Crack nature's mould, all germins fpill at once (14)
That make ingrateful man.

Foot. O nuncle, court-holy- water in a dry houfe is bet-

ter than the rain-waters out o' door. Gocd nuncle, in,

and ask thy daughters bleffing : here's a night, that pi-

ties neither wife men nor fools.

Lear. Rumble thy belly full, fpit fire, fpout rain ;

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters ;

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindnefs

;

I never gave you kingdom* ealPd you children ;

You owe me no fubfcription. Then let fall

(14) Cracky Natures Mould, all Gertnains fpill at once.) Thus
all the Editions have given us this Paflage, and Mr. Pope has

explain'd Germains, to mean relations, or kindred Elements.

Then it muft have been germanes (from the Latin Adje&ive,

germanus j) a Word more than once ufed by our Author, tho*

always falfe fpelt by his Editors. But the Poet means here,
<c Crack Nature's Mould, and fpill all the Seeds of Matter, that

*' are hoarded within it.
3
' To retrieve which Senfe, we mull: write

Germins; (a Subftantive derived from Germen, cttqo^'. as the

old GiofTaries expound it ;) And to put this Emendation
beyond all Doubt, I'll produce one PaiTage, where our Author

not only ufes the fame Thought again, but the Word that as-

certains my Explication. In WintiSs Tale\

Let Nature crujh the Sides o* th
1

Earth together,

xAni marr the Sscds within.

Your
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Your horrible pleafure ;

—— here I Hand, your flave

A poor, infirm, weak, and defpis'd old man

!

But yet I call you fervile miniiters,

That have with two pernicious daughters join'd

Your high-engender'd battles, 'gainlt a head
So old and white as this. Oh ! oh I 'tis foul.

Fool. He that has a houfe to put's head in, has a
good head-piece :

The codpiece that will houfe, before the head has any,

The head and he mall lowfe ; fo beggars marry many.
That man that makes his toe, what he his heart mould

make,
Shall of a corn cry woe, and turn his fleep to wake.
For there was never yet fair woman, but fhemade mouths
in a glafs.

To them, Enter Kent.

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience,

I
r

will fay nothing.

Kent. Who's there ?

Fool. Marry here's grace, and a cod-piece, that's a
wife man and a fool.

Kent. Alas, Sir, are you here ? things, that love night.

Love not fuch nights as thefe : the wrathful skies

Gallow the very wand'rers of the dark,

And make them keep their Caves : fmce I was man,
Such meets of fire, fuch burfts of horrid thunder,

Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never

Remember to have heard. Man's nature cannot carry

Th' affliction, nor the force.

Lear. Let the great Gods,

That keep this dreadful pudder o'er our heads,

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch,

That haft within thee undivulged crimes,

Unwhipt of jdlice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand,

Thou Perjure, and thou Simular of virtue,

That art inceftuous : caitiff, fhake to pieces,

That under covert and convenient feeming,

Haft practis'd on man's life ! — Clofe pent-up guilts,

Rive your concealing continents, and ask

C 4 Thefe



56 King Lear.
Thefe dreadful fummoners grace. — I am a man*
More finn'd againft, than finning.

Kent. Alack, bare-headed ?

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ;

Some friendship will it lend you 'gainfl the tempeft x
Repofe you there, while I to this hard houfe

(More hard than is the ftone whereof 'tis rais'd

;

Which even but now, demanding after you,

Deny'd me to come in) return, and force

Their fcanted courtefie.

Lear. My wits begin to turn.

Come on, my boy. How doft, my boy ? art cold ?

I'm cold my felf. Where is the ftraw, my fellow ?

The art of our necefilties is itrange,

That can make vile things precious. Come, your hovel; •

Poor fool and knave, I've one part in my heart,

That's forry yet for thee.

Fool. He that has an a little tynie wit,
With heigh ho, the wind, and the rain ;

Muft ?nake content with his fortunes fit,

though the rain it raineth every day.

Lear. True, my good boy : come, bring us to this

hovel. [Exit*

Fool. *Tis a brave night to cocl a curtezan.

I'll fpeak a prophecy, or ere I go ;

When priefls are more in words than matter,

When brewers marr their malt with water ;

When ncbles are their tailors' tutors;

No hereticks burn'd, but wenches' fuitors

;

When every cafe in law is right,

No 'Squire in debt, nor no poor Knight ;

When llanders do not live in tongues,

And cut-purfes come not to throngs

;

When ufurers tell their gold i' th' field,

And bawds and whores do churches build :

Then (hall the realm of Albion

Come to great confufion :

Then comes the time, who lives to fee't,

That Going mall be us'd with feet.

This
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This prophecy Merlin mall make, for I do live before

his time. [Exit.

SCENE,.A apartment in Glo'fterV cajlk.

Enter Glo'fler, and Edmund.

Glo, \ LACK, alack, Edmund, I like not this unna-

jfX. tural dealing ; when I dehVd their leave that

I might pity him, they took from me the ufe of mine
. own houfe ; charg'd me on pain of perpetual difpleafure,

neither to fpeak of him, entreat for him, or any way
fuftain him.

Edm. Moft favage and unnatural

!

G/o, Go to ; fay you nothing. There is diviiion be-

tween the Dukes, and a worfe matter than that : I have
receiv'd a letter this night, 'tis dangerous to be fpoken s

(I have lock'd the letter in my clofet :) thefe injuries, the
King now bears, will be revenged home ; there is part

of a power already footed ; we mull incline to the King 3.

I will look for him, and privily relieve him ; go you, and
maintain talk with the Duke, that my charity be not of
him perceiv'd j if he ask for me, I am ill, and gone ta

bed; if I die for it, as no lefs is threaten'd me, the King
jny old mailer muft be relieved. There are lirange things

toward, Edmund; pray, you, be careful. {Exit*

Edm. This courteiie, forbid thee, fhall the Duke
Inilantly know, and of that letter too.

This feems a fair deferving, and mull draw me
That which my father lofes; no lefs than all.

The younger riies, when the old doth fall. [Exit.

SCENE changes to a part ofthe Heath with a Hovel*
'

Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool.

Kent,TJ' E R E is the place, my lord ; good my lord.,

X 1 enter.

The tyranny o' the open night'* too rough
For native to endure, [Storm fiilU

C 5 hear* .
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Lear. Let me alone.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. WilFt break my heart ?

Kent. Td rather break mine own ; good my lord, enter.

Lear. Thou think'it 'tis much, that this contentious

florin

Invades us to the skin ; fo 'tis to thee

;

But where the greater malady is fixt,

The leffer is fcarce felt. Thou'dit. lhun a bear

;

But if thy flight lay toward the roaring fea,

Thou'df! meet the bear i' th' mouth. When the mind's free,

The body's delicate ; the temper! in my mind
Doth from my fenfes take all Feeling elfe,

Save what beats there. Filial ingratitude !

Is it not, as this mouth mould tear this hand
For lifting food to't ? But I'll punifh home

;

No, I will weep no more In fuch a night,

To fhut me out ?— pour on, I will endure :

In fuch anight as this? O Regan, Gonerill,

Your old kind father, whofe frank heart gave all—

•

O, that way madnefs lies ; let me fhun that

;

ISo more of that.

Kent. Good my lord, enter here.

Lear. Pr'ythee, go in thy felf ; feek thine own eafe ;

This Tempeil will not give me leave to ponder

On things would hurt me more— but I'll go in ;

In, boy, go firil. You houfelefs poverty —
Nay, get thee in ; Til pray, and then I'll ileep >

Poor naked wretches, whcrefoe'er you are,

That bide the pelting of this pitilefs ilorm !

Flow fhall your houfelefs head?, and unfed fides,

Your loop'd and window'd ragged nefs, defend you
From feafons fuch as thefe? O, I have ta'en

Too littfe care of this ! take phyfick, Pomp ;

FZxpofe thy felf to feel what wretches feel,

That thou may'll make the fupeiflux to them,

And fhew the Heavens more juft. [poor Tom.

Edg. within. Fathom and half, fathom and half!

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here's a fpirit ; help

me, help me. [The Fool runs outfrom the hovel.

Km.



King Lea rv 59

Kent. Give me thy hand, who's there ?

Fool. A fpirit, a fpirit ; he fays, his name's poor Tom.

Kent. What art thou, that doll grumble there i'cti

ftraw ? come forth.

Enter Edgar, difguis'd like a Madman.

Edg. Away! the foul fiend follows me. Through the

fharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. Humph, go to

thy bed and warm thee.

Lear. Didit thou give all to thy daughters ? and art

thou come to this ?

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom t whom the

foul fiend hath led through fire and through flame,

through ford and whirlpool, o'er bog and quagmire ;

that hath laid knives under his pillow, and halters in his

pew ; fet ratsbane by his Porridge, made him proud of

heart, to ride on a bay trotting horfe, over four inch'd

bridges, to courfe his own fhadow for a traitor, — blefs

thy five wits ; Tom's a-cold. O do, de, do, de, do, de ;—— blefs thee from whirl-winds, ftar-blafting, and
taking ; do poor Tom fome charity, whom the foul fiend

vexes. There could I have him now, and there, and
here again, and there. [Storm ftilL

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to

this pafs ?

Could'ft thou fave nothing ? did'fl thou give 'em all ?

FooL Nay, he referv'd a blanket, elle we had been
all lhamed.

Lear. Now all the plagues, that in the pendulous air

Hang fated o'er mens1
faults, light on thy daughters !

Kent. He hath no daughter?, Sir.

Lear. Death ! traitor, nothing could have fubdu'd
nature

To fuch a lownefs, but his unkind daughters.

Is it the falhion, that difcarded fathers

Should have thus little mercy on their flefli ?

Judicious punifhment ! 'twas this flelh begot

Thofe pelican daughters.

~Edg % Pillicock fat on pillicock-hill, halloo, halloo, loo,

loo!

FooL
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Fool, This cold night will turn us all to fool?, and

madmen.
Edg. Take heed o'th' foul fiend ; obey thy parents

;

keep thy word juftly ; fvvear not ; commit not with
man's fworn fpoufe ; fct not thy fweet heart on proud
array. • Tom's a-cold*.

Lear, What haft thou been ?

Edg. A ferving-man, proud in heart and mind ; that

curl'd my hair, wore gloves in my cap, ferv'd the lull

of my miftrefs's heart, and did the act of darknefs with
her : fwore as many oaths as I fpake words, and broke

them in the fweet face of heav'n. One that flept in the

contriving lull, and wak'd to do it. Winelov'd I deep-

ly ; dice dearly ; and in woman, out-paramour'd the

¥urk. Falfe of heart, light of ear, bloody of hand ; hog
in floth, fox in Health, wolf in greedinefs, dog in mad-
nefs, lion in prey. Let not the creaking of fhoes, nor
the ruftling of fiiks, betray thy poor heart to woman.
Keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets,

thy pen from lenders' books, and dene the foul fiend.

Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind : fays

fuum, mun, nonny, dolphin my boy, boy, Seffey : let

him trot by. Storm
ftilk

Lear. Thou wert better in thy grave, than to aniwer

with thy uncover'd body this extremity of the skies. Is

man no more than this ? Confider him well. Thou ow'ft

the worm no filk, the beaft no hide, the fheep no wool,

the cat no perfume. Ha ! here's three of us are fophilti-

cated. Thou art the thing it felf ; unaccommodated man
is no more but fuch a poor, bare, forked animal as thou

art. Off, off, you lendings ; come, unbutton here.

Rearing off his clothes.

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, be contented ; 'tis a naughty

night to fwim in. Now a little fire in a wild field were
like an old lecher's heart, a final 1 fpark, and all the reft

on's body cold ; look, here comes a walking fire.

Edg, This is the foul Flibbertigibbet ; he begins at

curfew, and walks till the firft cock ; he gives the web
and the pin, fquints the eye, and makes the hair-lip :

mildews the white wheat, and hurts the poor creature

*f the earth. Saint
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Saint Withold footed thrice the Wold, (15)

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold^

Bid her alight, and her troth plight,

And aroynt thee, witch, aroynt thee.

Kent, How fares your Grace ?

Enter Glo'iler, with a Torch.

Lear. What's he ?

Kent. Who's there ? what is't you feek ?

Glo. What are you there ? your names ?

Edg. Poor Tom, that eats the fwimming frog, the toad,

the tod-pole ; the wall-newt, and the water-newt ; that

in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend rages, eats

cow-dung for fallets ; fwallows the old rat, and the ditch-

dog ; drinks the green mantle of the Handing pool ; who
is whipt from tything to tything, and ftock-puninVd,

and imprifon'd : who hath had three fuits to his back,
fix fliirts to his body ;

Horfe to ride, and weapon to wear

;

But mice, and rats, andfuch fmall deer

Ha-ve been TomVfoodfor feven long year.

Beware my follower. Peace, Smolkin, peace, thou fiend !

' Glo. What, hath your Grace no better company ?

Edg. The Prince of Darknefs is a gentleman Modo

he's call'd, and Mahu.
Glo. Our flefti and blood, my lord, is grown fo vile,

That it doth hate what gets it.

Edg. Tom's a- cold.

Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot fufFer

(15) Swithold footed- thrice the old,] What Idea the "Editors

had, or whether any, of footing the old, I cannot pretend to

determine. My ingenious Friend Mr. Bifhop faw it muft he

Wold, which fignifies a Down, or champion Ground, hilly

and void of Wood. And as to St. Wiihold, we find him again

mention'd in our Author's Trouble/owe 3^*>* of King Jtbn,

in two Parts •>

Sweet St . Withold, of thy Lenity*

Defend m from Extremity*

T'ojbey

61
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T'obey in all your Daughters1

hard commands

:

Though their injunction be to bar my doors,

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ;

Yet have I ventur'd to come feek you out,

And bring you, where both fire and food is ready.

Lear. Firit, let me talk with this Philofopher ;—
What is the caufe of thunder ?

Kent. My good lord, take his offer,

Go into th' houfe.

Lear. I'll talk a word with this fame learned Theban r

What is your ftudy ?

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin*

Lear. Let us ask you one word in private.

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord;

His Wits begin € unfettle.

Glo. Can'it thou blame him ? [StormJlilL

His Daughters feek his death : ah, that good Kent!
He laid, it would be thus ; poor baniuYd man ! -

Thou fay'ft, the King grows mad ; Til tell thee, friend,

I'm almoft mad my felf ; I had a fon,

Now out-law'd from my blood ; he fought my life,

But lately, very late; I lov'd him, friend,

No father his fon dearer : true to tell thee,

The grief hath craz'd my wits. What a night's this ?

I do befeech your Grace.

Lear. O cry you mercy, Sir :

Noble Philofopher, your company.

Edg. Tom's a- cold.

Glo. In, fellow, into th' hovel ; keep thee warnv.

Lear. Come, let's in all.

Kent. This way, my lord.

Lear. With him

;

I will keep ilill with my Philofopher.

Kent. Good my lord, footh him ; let him take the

fellow.

Glo. Take him you on.

Kent. Sirrah, come on ; along with us.

Lear. Come, good Athenian.

Glo, No words, no words, hum.

Ed?. Child Rowland to the dark tower came,
His
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His word was (till, fie, foh, and fum,
I fmell the blood of a Britijb man. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Glo'fterV C*/?/*.

Enter Cornwall, rfWEdmund.

Corn. T Will have revenge, ere I depart his houfe.

A Edm. How, my lord, I may be cenfurM,

that Nature thus gives way to loyalty, fomething fears

me to think of.

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your bro-

ther's evil difpofition made him feek his death: but a
provoking merit, fet a-work by a reprovable badnefs in

himfelf.

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I mufl re-

pent to be jufl ? this is the letter, which he fpoke of

;

which approves him an intelligent party to the advan-

tages of France. Oh heavens mat this treafon were not

;

or not I the detector

!

Corn. Go with me to the Jutchefs.

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you have

mighty bufinefs in hand.

Corn. True or falfe, it hat made thee Earl of Gltffter

:

feek out where thy father is, that he may be ready for

our Apprehenflon.

Edm. If I find him comforting the King, it will fluff

his fufpicion more fully. — [afide.~\ I will perfevere in

my courfe of loyalty, though the conflict be fore be-

tween that and my blood.

Corn. I will lay truft upon thee ; and thou malt find

a dearer father in my love. [Exeunt.

S C E N E, a Chamber^ in a Farm-houfe.

Enter Kent and Glo'fler.

Glo. T TE RE is better than the open Air, take it

A A thankfully : I will piece out the comfort

with what addition I can s I will not be long from you.

[Exit.

Kent,
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Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to his
impatience : the Gods reward your kindnefs \

Enter Lear, Edgar, and Fool.

Edg. Fraterreto calls me, and tells me, Nero is an
angler in the lake of darknefs : pray innocent, and be-

ware the foul fiend. (16)

Fool. Pr'ythee, nuncle, tell me, whether a madman
be a gentleman, or a yeoman ?

Lear. A King, a King.

Fool. No, he's a yecman that has a gentleman to .his

fan : for he's a mad yeoman, that fees his fon a gentle-

man before him.

Lear. To have a thcufand with red burning fpits

Come hizzing in upon 'em
Edg. The foul fiend bites my back.

Fool. He's mad that trufls in the tamenefs of a wolf,

the health of a horfe, the love of a boy, or the oath of

a whore.

Lear. It'fhallbe done, I will arraign 'em Urait.

Come,, fit thou here, moft learned juiiicer ;

Thou fapient Sir, fit here— now, ye fhe-foxes !

Edg. Look, where fhe ftands and glares. Wanteft
thou eyes

" Attryal, Madam?
Come o* er the Broom, Befify, to me.

Fool. Her Boat hath a Leak, and Jhe mufi not /peak.
Why Jhe dares not come over to thee.

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the voice of
a nightingale. Hopdance cries in Tom's belly for two
white Herrings. Croak not, black angel, I have no food-

for thee.

Kent. How do you, Sir? (land you not fo amaz'd ;

Will you lye down, and refc upon the Cufhions ?

(16) Fraterrito calls me,\ A3 Mr. Pope had begun to m-
fcrc feveial Speeches in the mad Way, in this Scene, from
the Old Edition j 1 have ventiu'd to replace ieveral other:?,

which ftand upon the fame Footing, and had an equal light

of b^ing leftoi'd.

Lear,
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Lear. I'll fee their tryal nrft, bring me in the evi-

dence.

Thou robed man of juftice, take thy place ;

And thou his yoke-fellow of equity,

Bench by his fide. You are o'th' commifhon, fit you too,

Edg. Let us deal juftty.

Sleepeft, or wakeft thou, jolly Shepherd?
Thy Sheep be in the Corn ;

Andfor one Blaft of thy minikin Mouth,
Thy Sheep fhall take no Harm.

Purre, the Cat, is grey.

Lear. Arraign her firft., 'tis Gonerill. I here take my
Oath before this honourable Affembly, lhe kick'd the

poor King her Father.

Fool. Come hither, Miftrefs, is your name Gonerill ?

Lear. She cannot deny it.

FooL Cry you mercy, I took you for a Joint-fiool.

Lear. And here's another, whofe warpt Looks pro-
claim

What ftore her Heart is made of. Stop her there ;

Arms, arms, fword, fire, — Corruption in the place !

Falfe jufKcer, why haft thou let her 'fcape ?

* Edg. Blefs thy five wits.

Kent. O pity ! Sir, where is the patience now,
That you fo oft have boafted to retain ?

Edg. My tears begin to take his part fo much,
They mar my counterfeiting. [AJide,

Lear. The little dogs and all,

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, fee, they bark at me—
Edg. Tom will throw his head at the»i ; avaunt, yoa

curs !

Be thy mouth or black or white,

Tooth that poifons if it bite ;

MaftifF, grey-hound, mungril grim,

Hound of fpaniel, brache, or hym

;

Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail,

Tom will make him weep and wail :

For, with throwing thus my head,

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled.

Do, de, de, de : Seffey, come, march to wakes and fairs-,

And
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And market towns ; poor Tom, thy horn is dry.

Lear. Then let them anatomize Regan— fee what
breeds about her hearc— Is there any caufe in nature that
makes thefe hard hearts ? You, Sir, I entertain for one
of my hundred ; only, I do not like the fafhion of your
garments. You will fay, they are Per/tan ; but let them,
be chang*d.

Re-enter Glo'fter.

Kent. Now, good my lord, lye here and reft a while.

Lear. Make no noife, make no noife, draw the curtains 5

So, fo, we'll go to fupper Pth' morning.

FooL And I'll go to bed at noon.

Glo. Come hither, friend ; where is the King, my
matter ?

Kent. Here, Sir, but trouble him not ; his wits are gone.

Glo. Good friend, I pr'ythee, take him in thy arms

:

I have o'er- heard a plot of death upon him :

There is a litter ready, lay him in't,

And drive tow'rd Dover, friend, where thou malt meet
Both welcome and protection. Take up thy mailer.

If thou fhoukTft dally halfan hour, his life,

With thine, and all that offer to defend him,
Stand in allured lofs. Take up, take up,

And follow me, that will to feme provifion

Give thee quick conducl.

Kent. Oppreft Nature fleeps : (17)
This Reft might yet have balm'd thy broken Senfes,

Which, if Conveniency will not allow,

Stand in hard Cure. Come, help to bear thy Mafter ;

(17) oppreft Nature Jletps:} Thefe two concluding

Speeches by Kgnt and Edgar, and which by no means ought to

have been cut off, I have reftored from the Old Quarto. The
Soliloquy of Edgar is extrcamly flue ; and the Sentiments of it

are drawn equally from Nature and the Subject. Befides, with

Regard to the Stage it is abfolutely neceflaxy : For as Edgar is

not defign'd, in the Conftitution of the Play, to attend the

King to Dover how abfurd would it look for a Chara&er of

his importance to quit the Scene without one Word faid, ot

the leaft Intimation what we are to expeft from him }

Thou
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Thou mutt not ttay behind. [To Fool.

G/o. Come, come, away.
[Exeunt, bearing off the King.

Manet Edgar.

Edg. When we our Betters fee bearing our Woes,
We fcarcely think our Miferies our Foes.

Who alone fuffers, fuffers moil i'th' Mind ;

Leaving free thing?, and happy Shows behind :

But then the Mind much Sufferance does o'erskip,

When Grief hath Mates, and Bearing Fellowfhip.

How light, and portable, my pain feems now,
When That, which makes me bend, makes the King bow ;

He childed, as I father'd ! — Torn, away ;

Mark the high Noifes, and thyfelf bewray,

When falfe Opinion, whofe wrong Thought defiles thee,

In thy juft Proof repeals, and reconciles thee.

What will, hap more to Night i fafe 'fcape the King

!

Lurk, Lurk. ——— [Exit Edgar.

SCENE changes to Glo'fter^ Cajtle.

Enter Cornwall, Regan, Gonerill, Edmund, and
Servants,

Corn. T) O S T fpeedily to my lord your husband,

JL fhew him this letter ; the army of Trance is

landed ; feek out the traitor Gtffter.

Reg. Hang him inftantly.

Gon. Pluck out his eyes.

Corn. Leave him to my difpleafure. Edmund, keep

you our fitter company ; the revenges, we are bound to

take upon your traiterous father, are not fit for your be-

holding. Advife the Duke, where you are going, to a.

moft fettinate preparation ; we are bound to the like.

Our Potts mall be fwift, and intelligent betwixt us. Fare-

wel, dear fitter; farevvel, my lord of Gtijler*

Enter Steward.

How now ? where' s the King I

Stew,
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Stew. My lord of Glcficr hath convey'd him hence-

Some five or fix and thirty, of his Knights,
Hot Queiirifts after him, met him at gate ;

Who with fome other of the Lords dependants,

Are gone with him tow'rd Dover; where they boaft

To have well-armed friends,

Ccm. Get horfes for your miHrefs.

Gon. Farewel, fvveet lord, and filler.

\Exeunt Gon. andTLdm*
Com. Edmund, farevvel : —go feek the traitor Git?fieri

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us :

Though well we may not pafs upon his life

Without the form of juftice ; yet our pow'r
Shall do a court' fie to our wrath, which men
May blame, but not,.ccntroul.

Enter Glo'fler, brought in by Servant::

Who's there ? the traitor ?

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! 'tis he.

Corn. Bind fail his corky arms.

Glo. What mean your Graces ? Good my Friends,

confider.

You are my Guefts : Do me no foul play, friends.

Corn. Bind him, I fay. [They bind 8§m
Meg. Hard, hard: O filthy traitor!

Glo. Unmerciful lady as you are ! I'm none.

Corn. To this chair bind him. Villain, thou malt

rind

Glo. By the kind gods, 'tis moft ignobly done

To pluck me by the beard.

Reg. So white, and fuch a traitor ?

Glo. Naughty lady,

Thefe hairs, which thou doft ravilh from my chin,

Will quicken and accufe thee; I'm your Hoft

;

With robbers' hands, my hofpi table favours

You mould not ruffle thus. What will you do?

Com. Come, Sir, what letters had you late from

France ?

Reg. Be fimple anfwerer, for we know the truth.

Corn, And what confederacy have you with the traitors,

Late
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Late footed in the kingdom }

Reg. To whofe hands

Have you fent the lunatick King ? fpeak.

Glo I have a letter gueffingly fet down,

Which came from one that's of a neutral heart,

And not from one oppos'd.

Corn. Cunning

Reg. And falfe.

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ?

Glo. To Dover.

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ?

Waft thou not charg'd, at peril

Corn. Wherefore to Dover? let him firft anfwer that.

Glo. I am ty'd to th' ftake, and I muft Hand the

courfe.

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ?

Glo. Becaufe I would not fee thy cruel nails

Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce filter

In his anointed flefh flick boarifh phangs.

The fea, with fuch a ftorm as his bare head

In hell-black night indur'd, would have buoy'd up,

And quench'd the ftelled fires ; (18)

Yet poor old heart, he help'd the heav'ns to rain.

If wolves had at thy gate howi'd that ftern time,

Thou fhould'ft have faid, " go, porter, turn the key ;

All cruels elfe fubfcrib'd ; but I mall fee

The winged vengeance overtake fuch children.

Corn. See't ftialt thou never. Fellows, hold the chair.

Upon thefe eyes of thine I'll fet my foot.

[Glo'fter is held dovjn, vjbile Cornwall treads out

one of bis eyes.

Glo. He, that will think to live 'till he be old,

Give me fome help. O cruel ! O you gods !

(is) And quenctid the fteeled fires. ] The fagacious Editors

have ail blundei'd in this Word without the leaft Variation:

It is indifputable, that the Author miift have wrote,

^And quench*d the ftelled fires,

1. e, the ftarxy Fiies j an adje&ive coin'd from Stella.

Reg.
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Reg. One fide will mock another ; th' other tOO»~

Corn. If you fee vengeance .

Serv. Hold your hand, my lord :

I've ferv'd you, ever fince I was a child ;

But better fervice have I never done you,

Than now to bid you hold.

Reg. How now, you dog?
$er<v. If you did wear a beard upon your chin,

Pd make it on this quarrel. What do you mean ?

Corn. My villain !

Serv. Nay then come on, and take the chance ofanger

»

[Fight ; in the Scuffle Cornwall is wounded.
Reg. Give me thy fword. A peafant Hand up thus ?

[Kills him.

Serv. Oh, I am flain my lord, you have one
eye left

To fee fome mifchief on him. Oh [Dies.

Corn. Left it fee more, prevent it ; out, vile gelly :

Where is thy luftre now ? [Treads the other out*

Glo. All dark and comfortlefs where's my fon

Edmund P

Edmund, enkindle all the fparks of nature

To quit this horrid act.

Reg. Out, treacherous villain.

Thou calFft on him, that hates thee : It was he,

That made the overture of thy treafons to us i

Who is too good to pity thee.

Glo. O my follies !

Then Edgar was abus'd. Kind gods, forgive

Me that, and profper him !

Reg. Go thruft him out

At gates, and let him fmell his way to Dover.

[Ex. with Glo'ftcf.

How is't, my lord, how look you ?

Com. I have receiv'd a hurt ; follow me, lady. —

»

Turn out that eyelefs villain ; throw this Have

Upon the dunghil. Regan, I bleed apace.

Untimely comes this hurt. Give me your arm.

[Exit Corn, led by Regan.

iji. Serv.
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\Jf. Serv. I'll never care what Wickednefs I do, (19}
If this Man come to Good.

2ii. Ser<v. If She live long,

And, in the End, meet the old courfe of Death,
Women will all turn Monfters.

\Jl. Serv. Let's follow the old Earl, and get the

Bedlam
To lead him where he would ; his roguifh Madnefs
Allows itfelf to any Thing.

2d. Serv. Go thou ; I'll fetch fome Flax and whites

of Eggs

T' apply to's bleeding Face. Now, Heaven help him !

[Exeunt federally.

ACT IV.

SCENE, an open Country,

Enter Edgar.

YET better thus, and known to be contemn'd,

Than ftill contemn'd and flatter'd. To be worft,

The loweft, moil dejecled thing of Fortune,

Stands ftill in efperance ; lives not in fear.

The lamentable change is from the belt

;

The worft returns to laughter. Welcome then,

Thou unfubftantial air3 that I embrace

!

The wretch, that thou haft blown unto the worft,

Owes nothing to thy blafts.

(19) I'll never care what Wickednefs I do,] This ihort Dia-
logue I have inferted from the Old Quarto, becaufe I think
it full of Nature. Servants, in any Houfe, could hardJy fee

fuch a Barbarity committed on their Matter, without Reflec-
tions of Pity ; and the Vengeance that they prefume mutt over-
take the A&ors of it, is a Sentiment and Dowtnne well worthy
of the Stage*

Enter
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Enter Glo'fter, led by an old man.

But who comes here ?

My father poorly led ? World, world, O world f (20)
But that thy ftrange Mutations make us wait thee,

Life would not yield to age.

GU Man. O my good Lord, I have been your tenant,

and your father's tenant, thefe fourfcore years.

Glo. Away, get thee away : good friend, be gone ;]

Thy comforts can do me no good at all,

Thee they may hurt,

Old Man. You cannot fee your way.
Glo. I have no way, and therefore want no eyes

:

I (tumbled when I law. Full oft 'tis feen,

Our mean fecures us ; and our meer defects

Prove our commodities. O dear fon Edgar,
The food of thy abufed father's wrath ;

Might I but live to fee thee in my Touch,
I'd fay, I had eyes again !

Old Man. How now ? who's there?

Edg. O Gods ! who is't can fay, I'm at the worft ?

I'm worfe, than e'er I was.

Old Man. 'Tis poor mad Tom.

Edg. And worfe I may be yet : the worft is not,

So long as we can fay, this is the worft.

(20) World, World, O World!

But that thy ftrange Mutations rpake us hate thee,"] The Reading

of this PaiTage, as it has thus ftood in all the Editions, has

been endeavour'd to be explain' d feverally into a Meaning 5

but not fatisfa&orily. Mr. Pope's mock-reafoning upon it has

already been rallied in Print, fo I forbear to revive it: and
the Gentleman, who then advanced a Comment of his own
upon the Paliage, has lince come over to my Emendation,

My Explanation of the Toet's Sentiment was, <e If the Num-
" ber of Changes and Viciflitudes, which happen in Life,
<c did not make us wait, and hope for fome Turn of For-
" tune for the better, we could never fupport the Thought of
" living to be Old, on any other Terms." And our Duty, as

human Creatines, is pioufly inculcated in this Reflexion of the

Author.

Old.
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Old Man. Fellow, where goeft ?

Gio. Is it a beggar-man ?

Old Man. Madman, and beggar too.

Glo. He has fome reafon, elfe he could not beg.

v I'th' laft night's ftorm I fuch a fellow faw ;

Which made me think a man, a worm. My fon

Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind
Was then fcarce friends with him. I've heard more fince.

As flies to wanton boys, are we to th' Gods

;

They kill us for their fport.

Edg. How mould this be ?

Bad is the trade muft play the fool to forrow,

Ang'ring it felf and others. Blefs thee, matter.

Glo. Is that the naked fellow ?

'Old Man. Ay, my lord.

Glo. Get thee away : if, for my fake,

Thou wilt overtake us hence a mile or twain
I'th' way tow'rd Dover, do it for ancient love ;

And bring fome Covering for this naked foul,

Whom I'll intreat to lead me.
Old Man. Alack, Sir, he is mad.

. Glo. 'Tis the time's plague, when madmen lead the

blind :

Do as I bid, or rather do thy pleafure

;

Above the reft, be gone.

Old Man. I'll bring him the bell 'parrel that I have,

•Come on't, what will. [Exit*

Glo* Sirrah, naked fellow.

Edg* Poor Tom's a-cold ; — I cannot daub it further.

Glo. Come hither, fellow.

Edg. And yet I muft ;

Blefs thy fweet eyes, they bleed.

Glo. Know' ft thou the way to Dover ?

Edg. Both ftile and gate, horfe-way and foot-path

:

poor Tom hath been fcar'd out of his good wits. Blefs

thee, good man, from the foul fiend. Five fiends have
been in poor Tom at once ; of Lull, as Obidicut ; Hob-
bididen, Prince of dumbnefs ; Mabu, of ftealing ; Mo-
huy of murder j and flibbertigibbet, of mopping and
Vo l. VI. D mowing ;



74 J5S//g Lea r.

mowing ; who fince poffelTes chamber-maids and wait-
ing-women.

G/o. Here, take this purfe, thou whom the heavens*
plagues

Have humbled to all ftrokes. That I am wretched,
Makes thee the happier : heavens deal fo {till

!

Let the fuperfluous, and lull dieted man,
That flaves your ordinance, that will not fee

Becaufe he do's not feel, feel your power quickly :

So diftribution mould undo excefs,

And each man have enough. Do' ft thou know Dover f
Edg. Ay, matter.

G/o. There is a cliff, whofe high and bending head
Looks fearfully on the confined deep :

Bring me but to the very brim of it,

And I'll repair the mifery, thou do'lt bear,

With fomething rich about me : from that place

I ihall no leading need.

Edg. Give me thy arm ; »

Poor Tom lhall lead thee. [Exeunt.

SCENE, the Duke of Albany'/ Palace.

Enter Gonerill, and Edmund.

Gon.\\ 7ELCOME, my lord. I marvel, our mild

V f husband

Not met us on the way.

Enter Steward.

Now, where's your Mafter ?

Stew. Madam, within ; but never man fo changes

I told him of the army that was landed :

He fmil'd at it. I told him, you were coming,

His anfwer was, the worfe. Of Gtijlerh treachery,

And of the loyal fervice of his fon,

When I inform'd him, then he calPd me fot*

And told me, I had turn'd the wrong fide out.

What molt he mould diflike, feems pleafant to him;

What like, offenfive.
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Odtt. Then {hall you go no further.

It is the cowifh terrour of his fpirit,

That dares not undertake : he'll not feel wrongs,

Which tie him to an anfwer ; our wifhes on the way
May prove effects . Back, Edmund\ to my brother ;

Haften his mufters, and conduct his powers.

I muft change arms at home, and give the diftaff

Into my husband's hands. This trufly fervant

Shall pafs between us : you ere long mail hear,

If you dare venture in your own behalf,

A miftrefs's command. Wear this ; fpare fpeech ;

Decline your head. This kifs, if it durft fpeak,

Would flretch thy fpirits up into the air :

Conceive, and fare thee well.

Edm. Yours in the ranks of death.

Gon. My moil dear Glo'JIer! [Exit Edmund.
Oh, the ftrange difference of man, and man !

To thee a woman's fervices are due,

My fool ufurps my body.

Stew. Madam, here comes my lord.

Enter Albany.

Gon. I have been worth the whittle.

Alb. Oh Gonerill,

You are not worth the duff, which the rude wind

Blows in your face. 1 fear your difpofition :

That Nature, which contemns its origine,

Cannot be border'd certain in it felf

;

She that her felf will fliver, and dif-branch,

From her maternal fap, perforce muft wither, (21)

And come to deadly ufe.

Gon. No more ; 'tis foolifh.
'
Alb. Wifdom and goodnefs to the vile feem vile;

(21) From her material Sap,] Thus the old Quarto $ but ma*

-trial Sap, I own, is a Phrafc that I don't underftand. The
Mother-Tree is the true technical Term j and confidering, our

Author has faid but juft above, That Nature, which contemns its

Drigine, there is little loom to qucftion but he wiote, •

From her maternal Sap*

D z Filths-



j6 King L e a» n.

Filths favour but themfelves—What have you done ?

Tygers, not daughters, what have you perfonn'd ?

A father, and a gracious aged man,
Mpfl barb'rous, moil degenerate, have you madded.
Cou'd my good Brother fufFcr you to do it,

A man, a Prince by him fo benefited ?

If that the heav'ns do not their vifible Spirits

Send quickly down to tame the vile offences,

Humanity muft perforce prey on it felf,

Like monfters of the deep.

Gon. Milk-liver'd man !

That bear' ft a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs

;

Who haft not in thy brows an eye difcerning

Thine honour, from thy fuffering : that not know'ft,

Fools do thefe villains pity, who are punifh'd

Ere they have done their mifchief. Where's thy Drum i

Trance fpreads his Banners in our noifelefs land,

With plumed helm thy flayer begins his threats

;

Whilft thou, a moral fool, fit'ft ftill, and cry'ft,

" Alack ! why does he fo ?

Alb. See thy felf, devil :

^

Proper deformity feems not in the fiend

So horrid as in woman.
Gon. O vain fool

!

Alb. Thou chang'd, and felf-converted thing ! Fo:

fhame,

Be-monfter not thy feature. Were't my fitnefs

To let thefe hands obey my [boiling] blood,

They're apt enough to diflocate and tear

Thy flefh and bones. Howe'er thou art a fiend,

A woman's fhape doth Ihield thee.

Gon. Marry, your manhood now !

Enter Mejfenger.

Mef. Oh, my good lord, the Duke of Cornwall** dead

Slain by his fervant, going to put out

The other eye of Glo'jler.

Alb. Glojier's eyes I

Mef. A fervant, that he bred, thrilFd with remorfe.

OpposTd againft the aft s bending his fword
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To his great mailer : who, thereat enrag'd,

Flew on him, and amongft them fell'd him dead :

But not without that harmful flroke, which fince

Hath pluck'd him after.

Alb. This fhews you are above,

You Juftices, that thefe our nether crimes

So fpeedily can venge. But O poor Glo fieri
Loft he his other eye ?

Mef. Both, both, my lord.

This letter, Madam, craves a fpeedy anfwer :
:

Wis from your filler.

Gon. One way, I like this well

;

But being widow, and my Glofier with her, 1

May all the building in my fancy pluck

Upon my hateful life. Another way,
The news is not fo tart. Til read, and anfwer. \Exit<

Alb. Where was his fon, when they did take his eyes ?

Mef. Come with my lady hither.

Alb. He's not here.

Mef. No, my good lord, I met him back again.

Alb. Knows he the wkkednefs ?.

Mef. Ay, my good lord, 'twas he inform'd againfi

him,
And quit the houfe of purpofe, that their punifhment
Might have the freer courfe.

Alb. Gtifter, I live

To thank thee for the love thou fhew'dft the King,
And to revenge' thine eyes. Come hither, friend,

Tell me, what more thou know'il. [Exeunt.

SCENE, DOVER.
Enter Kent, and a Gentleman.

Kent/ ^HE King of France fo fuddenly gone back I

X Know you the reafon ?

Gent. Something he left imperfect in the State,

Which fmce his coming forth is thought of, which
Imports the Kingdom fo much fear and danger,

That his Return was mofc requir'd and neceifary.

D 3 Kent.
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Kent. Whom hath he left behind him General ?

Gent. The Mareichal of France, Monfieur le Far.
Kent. Did your letters pierce the Queen to any de-

monftration of grief?

Gent. I, Sir, fhe took 'em, read 'em in my prefence 5

And now and then an ample tear trilPd down
Her delicate cheek : it feem'd, fhe was a Queen
Over her palhon, which, moll rebel-like,

Sought to be King o'er her.

Kent. O, then it mov'd her.

Gent. But not to Rage. Patience and Sorrow flrove

"Which Ihould exprefs her goodlieft ; you have feen

Sun-mine and rain at once : — her Smiles and Tears (22)
Were like a wetter May. Thofe happiefl fmiles,

That play'd on her ripe lip, feem'd not to know
What guefls were in her Eyes; which parted thence,

As pearls from diamonds dropt.— In brief,

Sorrow would be a rarity moil belov'd,

If all could fo become it.

Kent. Made fhe no verbal queflion f

Gent. Yes, once, or twice, lhe heav'd the Name of
Father

Pantingly forth, as if it preft her heart.

Cry'd, fillers ! fillers ! Shame of Ladies ! fillers I

Ke?it! Father! Sillers! what? i'th' florm ? iW night?

Let Pity ne'er believe it !— there lhe lhook

The holy water from her heav'nly Eyes

;

And, Clamour-motion'd, then away fhe flarted (23)
To

(22) —

—

her Smiles and Tears

Were like a better day.] Mr. Pope, who thought fit to reftore

this Scene from the old Quarto, tacitly funk this PaiTage upon
us, becaufe he did not underftand it. Indeed, it is corrupc 5

and he might have done himfelf fome Honour in attempting

the Cure j but7^w* and Criticifm, he has convinc'd us, do not

always center in the fame Perfon. My Friend Mr. Warburton

with very happy Sagacity (truck out the Emendation, which I

have infcrted in the Text.

(23) *And c/awoar-moiftenM,] This PaiTage, again, Mr.

Pope funk upon us 5 and for the fame Rcafon, 1 fuppofe. Mr.

Warburto*
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To deal with grief alone.

Kent. — It is the Stars,

The Stars above us, govern our conditions

:

Elfe one felf-mate and mate could not beget

Such different iffues. Spoke you with her fince ?

Gent. No.
Kent. Was this before the King return'd ?

Gent. No, fince.

Kent. Well, Sir ; the poor diilreiled Lear's in town i

Who fometimes, in his better tune, remembers

What we are come about ; and by no means
Will yield to fee his daughter.

Gent. Why, good Sir ?

Kent. A fov'reign fhame fo bows him ; his unkindnefs,

That ilript her from his benedi&ion, turn'd her

To foreign cafualties, gave her dear rights

To his dog-hearted daughters ; Thefe things fting him
So venomoully, that burning fhame detains him
From his Cordelia.

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman !

Kent. Of Albany's, and Cornwall's Pow'rs you heard
not ?

Gent. 'Tis fo, they are a-foot.

Kent. Well, Sir, I'll bring you to our mafter Lear,

Warbitrton difcover'd likewifc, that this was corrupt : for tho9

Clamour, (as he obierves,) may diftort the Mouth, it is not

wont to moiften the £yes. But clamour-motioned conveys a
very beautiful Idea of Grief in Cordelia, and exa&ly in Cha-
racter. She bore her Grief hitherto, fays the Relater, in Si-

lence 5 but being no longer able to contain it, and wanting to

vent it in Groans and dies, fhe flies away and retires to her

Clofet to deal with it in private. This He finely calls, Cla-

mour*mot ;on'd', or provok'd to a loud ExpieiTion of her Sor-

row, which drives her from Company! -It is not impofli-

ble, but Shakefpeare might have form'd this fine Picture of

Cordelia** Agony from Holy Writ, in the Conduct of Jo-

feph j who, being no longer able to reftrain the Vehemence
of his AffeCtion, commanded all his Retinue from his Pre-

fencej and then wept ahxd, and difcover'd himfelf to his

Brethren.

D 4 And
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And leave you to attend him. Some dear caufe
Will in Concealment wrap me up awhile :

When I am known aright, you mail not grieve
Lending me this acquaintance. Pray, along with me.

[Exeunt.

SCENE, a C A MP.
Enter Cordelia, Phyjician, and Soldiers.

CQr, A LACK, 'tis he; why, he was met even nowA As mad as the vext fea ; finging aloud ;

Crown'd with rank fumiterr, and furrow-weeds, (24)
With hardocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow
In our fuftaining corn. Send forth a cent'ry ;

Search every acre in the high-grown field,

And bring him to our eye. What can man's Wifdom
In the reftoring his bereaved fenfe,

He, that helps him, take all my outward worth.
Phyf. There are means, Madam :

Our roller nurfe of nature is repofe ;

The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him,
Are many Simples operative, v/hofe power
Will clofe the eye of anguilh.

(24) Crown'd with ranl^ Fenitar ; ] There is no fuch Herb,
or Weed, that 1 can find, of EngliJJj Growth ; tho* all the Co-
pies agree in the Corruption. I dare fay, I have reftor'd its

light Name; and we meet with it again in our Author's
Henry v. and partly in the fame Company as we have it

here

;

———— her fallow Leas

The darnel, hemlock, and rank fumitory
Do root upon,

Por this Weed is call'd both Fumitory and Fumiterr, nearer
to the French Derivation Fume-terre: which the Latin Shop-
men term Fumaria. I obferve, in Chaucer it is written Feme-
tere-, by a Corruption either of the Scribe, or of vulgar Pro-
nunciation 5 if of the latter, it might from thence eaiily Aide,

in progrefs of time, into Ftnitar,

Cor.
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Cor. All bleft Secrets,

All you unpublifh'd Virtues of the Earth,

Spring with my tears ; be aidant, and remediate

In the good man's diftrefs ! feek, feek for him i

Left his ungovem'd rage diffolve the life,

That wants the means to lead it.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Me/. News, Madam :

The Britijh Pow'rs are marching hitherward.

Cor. 'Tis known before. Our preparation ftands

In expectation of them. O dear father,

It is thy bufinefs that I go about : therefore great Franc*
My Mourning and important Tears hath pitied.

No blown ambition doth our arms incite,

But love, dear love, and our ag'd father's right

:

Soon may I hear, and fee him ! {Exeunt.

SCENE, Regan'* PALACE.
Enter Regan, and Steward.

Rtg-Yy U T are my Brother's Powers fet forth ?

J"j Stew. Ay, Madam.
Reg. Himfelf in perfon there?

Stew, With much adoe.

Your filler is the better foldier.

Reg. Lord Edmund fpake not with your lady at

home ?

Stew. No, Madam.
Reg.' What might import my filler's letter to him ?

Stew. I know not, lady.

Reg, Faith, he is pofted hence on ferious matter,

It was great ign'rance, Gl(?jler*s eyes being out,

To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves
All hearts againlt us : Edmund, I think, is gone,

In pity of his mifery, to difpatch

His night ed life : moreover, to defcry

The ftrength o'th' enemy.

. Stew. I muft needs after him, Madam, with my letter,
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Reg. Our troops fet forth to morrow : ftay with us :

The ways are dangerous.

Stew. I may not, Madam ;

My lady charg'd my duty in this bufinefs.

Reg. Why mould Ihe write to Edmund ? might not
you

Tranfport her purpofes by word ? Belike,

Something 1 know not what I'll love thee
much

Let me unfeal the letter.

Stew. Madam, I had rather

Reg. I know, your lady do's not love her husband

:

I'm fure of that ; and, at her late being here,

She gave ftrange ceiliads, and moft fpeaking looks

To noble Edmund. I know, you're of her bofom.
Stew. I, Madam ?

Reg. I fpeak in understanding : you are ; I know*t 5

Therefore, I do advife you, take this note.

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talked,

And more convenient is he for my hand,

Than for your lady's : you may gather more :

If you do find him, pray you, give him this;

And when your Miftrefs hears thus much from you,

I pray, defire her call her wifdom to her. So fareweL

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor,

Preferment falls on him that cuts him off.

Stew. 'Would I could meet him, Madam, I mould
mew

What party I do follow.

Reg. Fare thee well. [Exeunt.

SCENE, the Country, near Dover.

Enter Glo'fter, and Edgar as a Reafant.

C/o. \\ 7Hen mall I come to th* top of that fame hill?

\Y Edg. rou do climb up it now. Look, how
we labour.

Glo. Methinks, the ground is even.

Edg. Horrible fteep.

Hark,
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Hark, do you hear the fea ?

Glo. No, truly.

Edg. Why then your other fenfes grow imperfeft

By your eyes' anguifh.

Glo. So may it be, indeed.

Methinks, thy voice is alter'd ; and thou fpeak'ft

In better phrafe and matter than thou didft.

Edg. Ycu're much deceiv'd : in nothing am 1 chang'd,

But in my garments.

Glo. Sure, you're better fpoken.

Edg. Come on, Sir, here's the place—— ftand ftill.

How fearful

And dizzy 'tis, to caft one's eyes fo low !

The crows and choughs, that wing the midway air,

Shew fcarce fo grofs as beetles. Half way down
Hangs one, that gathers Samphire ; dreadful trade !

Methinks, he feems no bigger than his head.

The filher-men, that walk upon the beach,

Appear like mice ; and yond tall anchoring bark,

DiminiftVd to her cock ; her cock, a buoy
Almoft too fmall for fight. The murmuring furge..

That on th' unnumbred idle pebbles chafes,

Cannot be heard fo high. I'll look no more,

Left my brain turn, and the deficient fight,

Topple down headlong.

Glo. Set me, where you ftand.

Edg. Give me your hand : you're now within afoot

©f th' extream verge : for all below the moon
Would I not leap upright.

Glo. Let go my hand :

Here, friend,'s another purfe, in it a Jewel

Well worth a poor man's taking. Fairies, and Gods,

Profper it with thee ! Go thou further off,

Bid me farewel, and let me hear thee going.

Edg. Now fare ye well, good Sir. [Seems to gal

Glo. With all my heart.

Edg. Why do I trifle thus with his defpair ?

*Tis done to cure it.

Glo. O you mighty Gods

!

This world I do renounce j and in your fight*

Shake
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Shake patiently my great afflittion off:

If I could bear it longer, and not fall

To quarrel vvith your great oppofelefs Wills,

My muff and loathed part of nature mould
Burn it felf out. If Edgar live, O blefs him !

Now, fellow, fare thee well. [He leaps, andfalls along.

Edg. Good Sir, farewel.

And yet I know not how Conceit may rob
The treafury of life, when life it felf

Yields to the theft. Had he been where he thought,

By this, had thought been paft.—-Alive or dead ?

Hoa, you, hear you, friend! Sir! Sir! fpeak

!

Thus might he pafs, indeed yet he revives.

What are you, Sir ?

Glo. Away, and let me die.

Edg. Had'ft thou been aught but Gofs'mer, feathers3

air, ,

'

So many fathom down precipitating,

Thou'd'ft fhiver'd like an egg : but thou doft breathe,

Haft heavy fubftance, bleed'ft not ; fpeak, art found ?

Ten mails at each make not. the altitude,

Which thou haft perpendicularly fall'n.

Thy life's a miracle. Speak yet again.

Glo. But have I fall'n, or no ?

Edg. From the dread fummit of this chalky bourn

!

Look up a-height, the fhrill-gorg'd Lark fo far

Cannot be feen or heard : do but look up.

Ghk Alack, I have no eyes.

Is wretched nefs depriv'd that benefit,

To end it felf by death ? 'twas yet fome comfort,

When mifery could beguile the tyrant's rage,

And fruftrate his proud will.

Edg. Give me your arm.

Up, lb— how is't ? feel you your legs? you ftand.

Glo. Too well, too well.

Edg. This is above all ftrangenefs.

Upon the crown o'th' cliff, what thing was that,

Which parted from you ?

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar.

Edg, As I ftood here, below, methought, his eyes

Were
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Were two full moons ; he had a thoufand nofes,

Horns welk'd, and wav'd like the enridged fea:

It was fome fiend. Therefore, thou happy father,

Think, that the cleareft gods, who make them honours
Of men's impoflibilities, have preferv'd thee.

Glo. I do remember now : henceforth I'll bear

Ami&ion, 'till it do cry out it felf,

Enough, enough, and die. That thing you fpeak of,

I took it for a man ; often 'twould fay,

The fiend, the fiend he led me to that place.

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts.

Enter Lear, drefi madly with flowers.

But who comes here ?

The fafer fenfe will ne'er accommodate
His mailer thus.

Lear. No, they cannot touch me for coyning : I am
the King himfelf.

Edg. O thou fide-piercing fight

!

Lear. Nature's above art in that refpect. There's your
prefs-mony. (25) That fellow handles his bow like a
crow-keeper : draw me a clothier's yard.

.
Look, look,

a moufe! Peace, peace;—this piece of toafted cheefe will

do't there's my gauntlet, I'll prove it on a giant,

Bring up the brown bills. O, well flown, Barb ! (26)

i'th' clout, i'th' clout : hewgh. Give the word.
Edg. Sweet marjoram.

(26) That Fellow bandies his Bow like a Cowkeeper. ] Thus
Mr. Pope in his laft Edition 5 but, I am afraid, I betray'd him
into the Error by an abfurd Conje&ure of my own, in my
Shakespeare reflored. 'Tis certain we muft read Crowkeeper

-here; and, it feems, in fereral Counties to this Day, they call

a ftutf'd Figure, reprefenting a Man, and arm'd with a Bow
and Arrow, (fet up to fright the Crows, and other Birds of
Prey, from the Fruit and Corn,) a Crowkeeper as well as a

Scare-crow.

(26) 0 well flown Bud,] Lear is here raving of ^Archery, and
ftooting at But;, as is plain by the Words Pth* Clout, that is,

the white Mark they fet up and aim at : hence the Phxafe, to

kit the White. So that We muft certainly read, O weli-flown,

Barb I i, e. the barbed, ox bwded Anow, hlt.Warbmtoni

Lear.
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Z^r. Pafs.

G/0. I know that voice.

Lear. Ha ! Gonerill! hah ! £*gvj» / they flatter'd me
like a dog, and told me, I had white hairs in my beard,

ere the black ones were there. To fay ay, and no, to

every thing that I faid— Ay, and no, too was no good
divinity. When the rain came to wet me once, and the

wind to make me chatter ; when the thunder would not
peace at my bidding ; there I found 'em, there I fmclt

Vm out. Go to, they ar e not men o' their words ; they

told me I was every thing : 'tis a lie, I am not ague-

proof.

G/o. The trick of that voice I do well remember :

Is't not the King?
Lear. Ay, every inch a King.

When I do ftare, fee, how the fubjecl quakes.

I parclon that man's life. What was the caufe ?

Adultery ? thou fnalt not die ; die for adultery ? no, the

wren goes to't, and the fmall gilded fiie does letcher in

my light. Let copulation thrive : for GtifteSs bailard-

fon was kinder to his father, than my daughters got 'tween

the lawful meets. To't, luxury, pell-mell ; for I lack fol-

diers. Behold yond fimpering Dame, whofe face 'tween

her forks prefages fnow ; that minces virtue, and does

make the head to hear of pleafure's name. The fitchew*

nor the foyled horfe, goes to't with a more riotous ap-

petite : down from the walle they are centaurs, though
women all above : but to the girdle do the Gods inherit,

beneath is all the fiends. There's hell, there's darknefs,

there is the fulphurous pit, burning, fcalding, flench,,

confumption : fie, fie, fie ; pah, pah ; give me an ounce
of civet, good apothecary, to fvveeten my imagination

!

there's mony for thee.

G/o. O, let me kiis that hand.

Lear. Let me wipe it firir, it fmells of mortality.

G/o. O ruin'd piece of nature ! this great world
Shall fo wear out to nought. Do'il: thou know me ?

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough : doff, thou
fquiny at me ? no, do thy worft, blind Cupid; I'll not
love. Read thou this challenge, roar]* but the penning
vf it. Gh>
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Glo. Were all the letters funs, I could not fee one.

Edg. I would not take this from report 5 it is,

And my heart breaks at it.

Lear. Read.

Glo. What, with this cafe of eyes ?

Lear. Oh, ho, are you there with me? no eyes in your
head, nor no mony in your purfe ? your eyes are in a
heavy cafe, your purfe in a light ; yet you fee how this

world goes.

Glo. I fee it feelingly.

Lear. What, art mad ? a man may fee how this world
goes, with no eyes. Look with thine ears : fee, how yond
juftice rails upon yond fimple thief. Hark in thine ear:

change Places, and handy-dandy, which is the juftice,

which is the thief? Thou haft feen a farmer's dog bark
at a beggar.

Glo. Ay, Sir.

Lear. And the creature run from the cur ? there thou
might' ft behold the great image of authority ; a dog's

obey'd in office.

Thou rafcal beadle, hold thy bloody hand

:

Why doft thou lalh that whore ? ftrip thy own back

;

Thou hotly luft'ft to ufe her in that kind,

For which thou whip* ft her. Th' ufurer hangs the ccze

Through tatter'd cloaths fmall vices do appear ;

Robes and furr'd gowns hide all. Plate fin with go
And the ftrong lance of juftice hurtlefs breaks

:

Arm it in rags, a pigmy's ftraw doth pierce it.

None does offend, none, I fay, none ; 1*11 able cm ;

Take that ofme, my friend, who have the pov/r

Tofeal th* accufer's lips. Get thee glafs ey: ,

And, like a fcurvy politician, feem

To fee the things thou doft not. [fo#

Now, now, now, now. Pull offmy boots : harder, harder*

Edg. O matter and impertinency mixt,

Reafon in madnefs I

Lear. If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes.'

I know thee weli enough, thy name is Glo
y
fter ;

Thou muft be patient ; we came crying hither

:

Thouknow'ft, the firit time that we fmeil the air,
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We wawle and cry. I will preach to thee : mark—
Glo. Alack, alack the day !

Lear. When we are born, we cry, that we are come
To this great ftage of fools. — This a good block J .

It were a delicate flratagem to fnoe

A troop of horfe with Felt ; I'll put't in proof

;

And when I've Horn upon thefe fons-in-.aw,

Then kill, kill, kill, kill, kill, kill.

Enter a Gentleman, *v:ith Attendants*

Gent. O, here he is, lay hand upon him ; Sir,

Your moft dear daughter »

Lear. No refcue ? what, a prifoner ? I am even
The natural fool of fortune. Ufeme well,

You fnall have ranfom. Let me have furgeons,

I am cut to th' brains.

Gent. You {hall have any thing.

Lear. No feconds ? all my felf?

Why, this would make a man, a man of fait \

To ufe his eyes for garden-water-pots,

And laying autumn's dull. I will die bravely,

Like a fmug bridegroom. What ? I will be jovial :

Come, ccme, I am a King. My Mailers, know you that ?

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you.

Lear. Then there's life in't. Come, an yougetit
t

You mall get it by running : fa, fa, fa, fa. \Exit.
Gent. A fight mofi pitiful in the meaneft wretch,

Pad fpeakkg of in a King. Thou hall one daughter,

Who redeems nature from the general curfe

W'hich twain have brought her to.

Edg. Hail, gentle Sir.

Gent. Sir, fpeed you : what's your Will ?

Edg. Do you hear aught, Sir, of a battle toward ?

Gent. Moft fure, and vulgar; every one hears that,

Which can diitinguifh found.

Edg. But by your favour,

How neai's the other army ?

Gent. Near, and on fpeedy foot : the main defcry

Stands on the hourly thought.

Edg. I thank you, Sir ; That's all.

Gent.
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Gent. Though that the Queen on fpecial caufe is here,

Her army is mov'd on. [Exit.
Edg. I thank you, Sir.

Glo. You ever gentle Gods, take my breath from me

;

Let not my worfer fpirit tempt me again

To die before you pleafe

!

Edg. Well pray you, father.

Glo. Now, good Sir, what are you ?

Edg. A mod poor man, made tame to fortuned blows.

Who, by the art of known and feeling forrows,

Am pregnant to good pity. Give me your hand,
1*11 lead you to fome biding.

Glo. Hearty thanks

;

The bounty and the benizon of heav'n

To boot, and boot !
—

-

Enter Steward.

Stew. A proclaim'd prize J moft happy !

That eyelefs head of thine was firil fram'd flefh,

To raife my fortunes. Old unhappy traitor,

Briefly thy felf remember : the fword is out,

That muft deftroy thee.

Glo. Let thy friendly hand
Put ftrength enough to't.

Stew. Wherefore, bold peafant,

Dar'rl: thou fupport a publinYd traitor ? hence,

Left that th' infection of his fortune take

Like hold on thee. Let go his arm.

Edg. Chill not let go, Zir, without vurther 'cafion.'

Stew. Let go, flave, or thou dy'ft.

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gate, and let poor

volk pafs : and 'chud ha* been zwagger'd out of my life,

'twould not ha' been zo long as 'tis by a vortmght. Nay,
come not near th' old man : keep out, che vor'ye, or

ice try whether your coltard or my bat be the harder ;

chill be plain with you.

Stew. Oat, dunghill !

Edg. Chill pick your teeth, Zir : come, no matter vor

your foyns. [Edgar knocks him down.

Stew. Slave, thou hail flain me : villain, takemy purfe;
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If ever thou wilt thrive, bury my body,
And give the letters, which thou finci'ft about me,
To Edmund Earl of Glower : feek him out

Upon the Englifh party : Oh, untimely death !

—

Edg. I know thee well, a ferviceable villain ;

As duteous to the vices of thy Mifirefs,

As badnefs would defire.

Glo. What, is he dead ?

Edg. Sit you down, father : reft you.

Let's fee thefe pockets; the letters, that he fpeaks of,

May be my friends : he's dead ; I'm only forry,

He had no other death's-man. Let us fee *

By your leave, gentle wax— and manners blame us not l

To know our enemies' minds, we rip their hearts

;

Their papers are more lawful.

Reads the Letter,

TT E T our reciprocal Vows be remembred. Tou have

\ j many opportunities to cut him off: if your Willwant
not, time and place will be fruitfully offered. There is

nothing done, if he return the conqueror. Then am 1 the

prifoner, and his bed my goal ; from the loathed warmth
whereof deliver me, and fupply the place for your labour.

Your (wife,fo I wouldfay) affeclionate Servanty

Gonerill.

Oh, undiftinguim'd fpace of woman's Will X

A plot upon her virtuous husband's life,

And the exchange my brother. Here, i' th' fands

Thee I'll rake up, the poll unfandtified

Of murth'rous letchers : and in the mature time,

With this ungracious paper flrike the fight

Of the death -prac*lis'd Duke : for him 'tis well,

That of thy death and bufmefs I can tell.

Glo. The King is mad ; how ftiff is my vile fenfe,

That I ftand up, and have ingenious Feeling

Of my huge forrows ! better I were diftratt,

So mould my thoughts be fever'd from my griefs ;

[Drum afar off.

And woes, by wrong imaginations, lofe

The knowledge of themfelves. Edg*
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Edg. Give me your hand :

Far off, methinks, I hear the beaten drum.
Come, father, I'll bellow you with a friend. [Exeunt,

SCENE changes to a Chamber.

Enter Cordelia, Kent, and Phyjician.

Cor.f\ thou good Kent, how (hall I live and work

\J) To match thy Gcodnefs ? life will be too ftiort*

And ev'ry meafure fail me.

Kent. To be acknowledg'd, Madam, is o'erpaid ;

All my reports go with the modefl truth,

Nor more, nor dipt, but fo.

Cor. Be better iuited ;

Thefe weeds are memories of thofe worfer hours

:

I pr'ythee, put them off.

Kent. Pardon, dear Madam*
Yet to be known, (hortens my made intent ;

My boon I make it, that you know me not,

'Till time and I think meet.

Cor. Then be it fo,

My lord. How does the King ? [To the Phyficiaiu

Phyf. Madam, fleeps ftill.

Cor. O you kind Gods

!

Cure this great breach in his abufed nature £

Th' untun'd and jarring fenfes, O, wind up

Of this child-changed father.

Phyf. Pleafe your Majeily,

That we may wake the king, he hath flept long ?

Cor. Be govern'd by your knowledge, and proceed

I' th' fway of your own will : is he array'd ?

Enter Lear in a chair9 carried by Servants,

Phyf. Ay, Madam ; in the heavinefs of fleep,

We put frefli garments on him.

Be by, good Madam, when we do awake him ;

I doubt not of his temperance.

Cor. O my dear father ! Reflauration, hang
Thy medicine on my lips ; and let this kifs

Repair thofe violent harms, that my two fillers

Have

&
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Have in thy reverence made

!

Kent. Kind and deareft Princefs

!

Cor. Had you not been their Father, thefe white flakes

Did challenge pity of them. Was this a face,

To be expos'd againfl the warring winds ?

To ftand againfl: the deep, dread-bolted Thunder ?

In the mo ft terrible and nimble Stroke

Of quick, crofs Lightning ? To watch poor Perdue,

With this thin Helm ? My very Enemy's Dog,
Though he had bit me, fhcu'd have flood That Night
Againft my fire : And waft thou fain, poor Father,

To hovel thee with fwine and rogues forlorn,

In lhart and mufty ftraw } alack, alack !

'Tis wonder, that thy life^and wits, at once,

Had not concluded all.— He wakes ; fpeak to him.

Phyf. Madam, do you, 'tis fitteft.

Cor. How does my royal lord ? how fares your Majefty ?

Lear. You do me wrong to take me out o'th' grave

;

Thou art a foul in blifs, but I am bound
Upon a wheel of fire ; that mine own tears

Do fcald like molten lead.

Cor. Sir, do you know me ?

' Lear. You are a foirit, 1 know ; when did you die ?

Cor. Still, Hill, far wide

Pfaf. He's fcarce awake, let him alone a while.

Lear. Where have I been ? where am I ? fair day-light r

I'm mightily abus'd ; I Ihould even die with Pity,

To fee another thus. I know not what to fay ;

I will not fwear, thefe are my hands : let's fee,

I feel this pin prick : 'would I were affur'd

Of my condition.

Cor. O look upon me, Sir,

And hold your hand in benedi&ion o'er me.
No, Sir, you muft not kneel.

Lear. Pray, do not mock me ;

I am a very foolifh fond old man,
Fourfcore and upward ; and, to deal plainly,

I fear, I am not in my perfect mind.

Methinks, I Ihould know you, and know this man ;

Yet I am doubtful : For I'm mainly ignorant,

What
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What place this is ; and all the skill I have,

Remembers not thefe garments ; nay, I know not
Where I did lodge laft night. Do not laugh at me,
For, as I am a man, 1 think, this lady

To be my child Cordelia.

Cor. And fo I am ; I am. - [weep not.
Lear. Be your tears wet ? yes, faith ; I pray you,

If you have poifon for me, I will drink it ;

I know, you do not love me ; for your filters

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong.
You have fome caufe, they have not.

Cor. No caufe, no caufe.

Lear. Am I in France ?

Kent. In your own kingdom, Sir.

Lear. Do not abufe mc.

Phyf. Be comforted, good Madam ,* the great Rage,
You fee, is cur'd in him : — and, yet, 'twere danger
To make him even o'er the Time, h'as loft.

Defire him to go in ; trouble him no more,
'Till further fettling.

Cor. Will't pleafe your Highnefs walk ?

Lear. You mult bear with me

;

Pray you now, forget and forgive

;

I am old and foolifn.

[Exeunt Lear, Cord. Phyf. and Attendants.

Manent Kent and Gentleman.

Gent. Holds it true, Sir, that the Duke of Cornwall
was fo flain ?

Kent. Molt certain, Sir.

Gent. Who is Conductor of his people ?

Kent. As 'tis faid, the Baftard Son of Gtifter.

Gent. They fay, Edgary his baniiht Sen, is with the

Earl of Kent in Germany.
Kent. Report is changeable ; 'Tis time to look about

:

the Powers of the Kingdom approach apace.

Gent. The Arbitrement is like to be bloody.

Fare you well, Sir. {Exit Gent.

Kent My Point and Period will be throughly wrought,

Or well, or ill, as this day's Battle's fought. [Ex. Kent.
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A C T V.

SCENE, a Camp.

Enter Edmund, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers.

Edmund.
jr NO Wof the Duke, if his laft purpofe hold

;

Or whether fince he is advis'd by aught,

To change the courfe ? he's full of Alteration,

And felf-reproving : bring his conftant pleafure.

Reg. Our filler's man is certainly mifcarry'd.

Edm. 'Tis to be doubted, Madam.
Reg. Now, fweet lord,

You know the goodnefs I intend upon you :

Tell me but truly, but then fpeak the truth,

Do you not love my filler ?

Edm. In honour'd love.

Reg. But have you never found my brother's way
To the fore- fended place ?

Edm. No, by mine honour, Madam.
Reg. I never mall endure her ; dear my lord,

Be not familiar with her.

Edm. Fear not ; me, and the Duke her husband —

Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers.

Gon. Td rather lofe the Battle, than that Sifter

Should loofen him and Me. - [4/tde.

Alb. Our very loving filler, well be met :

Sir, this I hear, the King is come to his daughter,

With others, whom the rigour of our flate

Forc'd to cry out. Where I could not be honeft,

I never yet was valiant : 'fore this bulinefs,

It toucheth us, as France invades our Land,

(Not holds the King, with others, whom, I fear,

Moll; juft and heavy caufes make oppofe,)

Edm. Sir, you fpeak nobly.
Reg.
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Reg. Why is this reafon'd ?

Gon. Combine together 'gainft the enemy

:

For thefe domeitick and particular broils

Are not the queftion here.

Edm. I fhall attend you prefently at your Tent.

Alb. Let's then determine with th' Antient of war
On our proceeding.

Reg. Siller, you'll go with us?
Gon. No.
Reg. 'Tismoft convenient, pray you, go with us.

Gon. Oh ho, I know the riddle, I will go.

As they are going, out, Enter Edgar difguis'd.

Edg. If e'er your Grace had fpeech with man fo poor,

Hear me one word.

Alb. I'll overtake you : fpeak.

[Exeunt Edm. Reg. Gon. and Attendants'*

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter.

If you have vict'ry, let the trumpet found

For him that brought it : wretched though I feem,
I can produce a Champion, that will prove

What is avouched there. If you mifcarry,

Your bufinefs of the world hath fo an end,

And machination ceafes. Fortune love you !

Alb. Stay 'till I've read the letter.

Edg. I was forbid it.

When time fhall ferve, let but the herald cry,

And I'll appear again. [Exit.

Alb. Why, fare thee well ; I will o'erlook thy paper,

Re-enter Edmund.

Edm. The Enemy's in view, draw up your Powers.

Hard is the guefs of their true ftrength and forces,

By diligent difcovery ; but your hafte

Is now urg'd on you.

Alb. We will greet the time. [Exit.

Edm. To both thefe lifters have I fworn my love

:

Each jealous of the other, as the ftung

Are of the adder. Which of them fhall I take ?

Both? one ? or neither ? neither can be enjoy 'd,
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If both remain alive : to take the widow,
Exafperates, makes mad her filler Goneri//;

And hardly fhall I carry out my lide,

Her husband being alive. Now then, we'll ufe

His countenance for the battle ; which being done,

Let her, who would be rid of him, devife

His fpeedy taking off. As for the mercy
Which he intends to Lear and to Cordelia,

The battle done, and they within our power,

Shall never fee his pardon : for my (late

Stands on me to defend, not to debate. [Exit.

SCENE, another open Field.

Alarum <voithin. Enter <voith drum and colours, Lear,

Cordelia, andfoldiers over the Jlage, and exeunt.

Enter Edgar and Glo'fter.

Edg. T T ERE, father, take the lhadow of this tree

XJL For y°u r good Hell ; pray, that the right

may thrive :

If ever I return to you again,

Til bring you comfort.

Glo. Grace be with you, Sir ! [Exit Edgar.
[Alarum, and retreat, within.

Re-enter Edgar.

Edg. Away, old man ; give me thy hand, away ;

King Lear hath loft, he and his daughter ta'en,

Give me thy hand. Come on.

Glo. No further, Sir ; a man may rot even here.

Edg. What, in ill thoughts ?gain ? men mull endure
Their going hence, ev'n as their coming hither :

Ripeneis is ail ; come on.

Glo. And that's true too. [Exeunt.

Enter in Conqucft, *with Drum and Colours, Edmund ;

Lear and Cordelia, as prifoncrs ; Soldiers, Captain.

Edm. Some Officers take them away ; good guard,

Until their greater pleafures fir ft be known,
That
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That are to cenfure them.

Cor. We're not the firft, »

Who with bell meaning have incurrM the worft :

For thee, opprelTed King, am 1 calf, down ;

My felf could elfe oat-frown falfe fortune's frown.
Shall we not fee thefe daughters and thefe fillers ?

Lear. No, no, no, no ; come, let's away to prifon ;We two alone will fmg, like birds i'th'cage :

When thou doft ask me Blelfmg, Til kneel down,
And ask of thee Forgivenefs : lb we'll live,

And pray, and fing, and tell old tales, and laugh
At gilded butterflies ; and hear poor rogues
Talk of Court-news, and we'll talk with them too,
Who lofes and who wins ; who's in, who's out :

And take u pen's the my itery of things,
As if we were God's fpies. And we'll wear out,
In a wall'd prifon, packs and feels of Great ones,
That ebb and flow by th' moon.
Edm, Take them away..
Lear. Upon fuch Sacrifices, my Cordelia,

T:ie Gods themfelves throw incenfe. Have I caught thee ?

He that parts us, lhall bring a brand from heav'n,
And fire us hence, like foxes ; wipe thine eye,
The good-jers lhall devour them, flefli and fell,

Eic they lhall make us weep ; we'll fee them ftarv'd firft.

^ume
- {Exeunt Lear and Cordelia guarded.

Edm. Come hither, Captain, hark.
Take thou this note ; go, follow them to prifon.
One Hep I have advane'd thee ; if thou doll:

As this inffiruas thee, thou dolt make thy way
To noble fortunes : know thou this, that men
Areas the time is ; to be tender-minded
Do's not become a fword ; l\ly great Employment (2-)

•Will

(27) thy gre&t Emphyment
Will n»t bear One/lieny} All the Copies concur in reading thus;
bur, without doubt, eitoneoully. The Pcrfon, whom Edmund is
here fpeaking to, was of no higher Degree than a Captain

3

and therefore, certainly, accountable to his Superiours. Edmund,
'tis plain, rnuft mean 3

" I leading one of the Conquerors'
Vol. VI. E "forces,
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Will not bear queftion ; either fay, thou'lt do't j

Or thrive by other means.

Capt. I'll do't, my lord.

Earn. About it, and write happy, when thou'ft done^
Mark, I fay, inftantly ; and carry it fo,

As I have fet it down. {Exit Captain.

Flourijh. Enter Albany, Gonerill, Regan, and Soldiers*

Alb. Sir, you have fhew'd to day your valiant ftrain,

And fortune led you well : you have the Captives,

Who were the oppofites of this day's ftrife :

We do require them of you, fo to ufe them,

As we fhall find their merits and our fafety

May equally determine,

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit

To fend the old and miferable King
To fome retention, and appointed guard ;

Whofe age has charms in it, whofe title more,
To pluck the common bofoms on his fide ;

And turn our impreft launces in our eyes,

Which do command them. With him f fent the Queen $

My reafon all the fame ; and they are ready

To morrow, or at further fpace, t' appear

Where you fhall hold your SeiTion. At this time,

We fweat and bleed ; the Friend hath loft his Friend ;

And the heft Quarrels, in the Heat, are curfl

By thofe that feel their Sharpnefs.

The Queftion of Cordelia, and her Father,

Requires a fitter Place.

Jib. Sir, by your patience,

I hold you but a Subject of this war,

Not as a Brother.

Rev. That's as we lift to grace him.

Methinks, our pleafure might have been demanded,

Ere you had fpoke fo far. He led our Pow'rs ;

Bore the Commillion of my Place and Perfon ;

" Forces, and having employ'd thee in this Builnefs, will be
" thy fufficient Warrant, and will fecure Thee from being que-
" ilion'd about it."

The
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The which immediacy may well ftand up,

And call it felf your brother.

Gon. Not fo hot :

In his own grace he doth exalt himfelf,

More than in your advancement.

Reg. In my Right,

By me invefted, he compeers the belL

Alb. That were the moft, if he mould husband you.
Reg. Jeilers do oft prove Prophets.

Gon. Holla, Holla!

That eye, that told you fo, look'd but a-fquint.

Reg. Lady, I am not well, elfe I mould anfwer
From a full-flowing ftomach. General,

Take thou my foldiers, prifoners, patrimony,

Difpofe of them, of me ; the walls are thine :

Witnefs the World, that I create thee here

My lord and matter.

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ?

Alb. The Lett alone lyes not in your good Will.
Edm. Nor in thine, lord.

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes.

Reg. Let the drum ftrike, and prove my Title thine.

Alb. Stay yet ; hear reafon : Edmund, I arrefl thee
On capital treafon ; and, in thy Arreft,

This gilded Serpent ; for your Claim, fair filler,

I bar it in the intereft ofmy wife ;

'Tis me is fub-contracled to this lord,

And I, her husband, contradict your banes.

If you will marry, make your loves to me>
My lady is befpoke.

Gon. An enterlude !

Alb. Thou art arm'd, Glofter ; let the trumpet found ;

If none appear to prove upon thy perfon

Thy heinous, manifeft, and many treafons,

There is my Pledge : Pll prove it on thy heart,

Ere I tafte bread, thou art in nothing lefs

Than I have here proclaimed thee.

Reg. Sick, O fick—
Gon. If not, 111 ne'er truft poifon. [AJide*
Edm t There's my exchange ; what in the woria he is,

E 2 That
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That names me Traitor, villain- like he lies ;

Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach,
On him, on you, (who not ? ) I will maintain

My truth and honour firmly.

Alb. A herald, ho !

Enter a Herald.

Truft to thy {ingle virtue ; for thy foldiers*

All levied in my name, have in my name
Took their difcharge.

Reg. This ficknefs grows upon me.
Alb. She is not well, convey her to my Tent.

[Exit Reg. led.

Come hither, herald, let the trumpet found,

And read out this. [A trumpet founds.

Herald reads.

IF any man of Quality, or Degree, within the HJls of
the army, nuili ?naintain upon Edmund fufpofed Earl

of Glo'f.er, that he is a manifold traitor, let. him ap-

pear by the thirdfound of the trumpet : he is bold in his

defence. I trumpet.

Her. Again. z tru?npet.

Her. Again. 3 trumpet.

[Trumpet anfivers, <within a

Enter Edgar, ar?ned.

Alb. Ask him his purpofes, why he appears

Upon this Call o'th' trumpet.

Her. What are you ?

Your name, y^ur quality, and why you anfwer

This prcfent fvmmcr.s ?

Edg. Know, my name is loft ;

By treafon's tocth bare-gnawn, and canker-bit ;

Yet am I noble, as the Adverfary

I com-: to cope.

Alb. V\ hich is that Adverfary r

Ed<r. What's he, that fpeaks for Edmund Earl of
* Gtijler?

Edm.
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Edm. Himfelf; what fay'ft thou to him?
Edg. Draw thy Sword,

That if my fpeech offend a noble heart,

Thy arm may do thee juftice ; here is mine

:

Behold, it is the privilege of mine Honours,

My Oath, and my ProfefTion. I proteft,

Maugre thy ftrength, place, youth, and eminence,

Spit thy vi&or-fword, and fire-new fortune,

Thy valour, and thy heart, thou art a traitor ;

Falfe to thy Gods, thy brother, and thy father;

Confpirant 'gainft this high illuftrious Prince,

And from th* extreameft upward of thy head,

To the defcent and dull below thy foot,

A moil toad-fpotted traitor. Say thou, no

;

This fword, this arm, and my bed fpirits are bent

To prove upon thy heart, whereto I fpeak,

Thou lied.

Edm. In Wifdom I fhould ask thy name ;

But fmce thy out-fide looks fo fair and warlike,

And that thy tongue fome 'Say of Breeding breathes ;

What fafe and nicely I might well delay

By rule of Knight-hood, I difdain and fpurn :

Back do I tofs thefe treafons to thy head,

With the hell-hated lie o'erwhelm thy heart

;

Which (for they yet glance by, and fcarcely bruife)

This fword of mine fhall give them inftant way,
Where thou (halt reft for ever. Trumpets, fpeak.

[Alarm. Eight,

Gon. O, fave him, fave him ; This is Practice*

Glo'Jier: (28)

By th' law of war, thou waft not bound to anfwer
An unknown oppofite ; thou art not vanquiftfd,

But cozen'd and beguiPd.

Alb. Shut your mouth, Dame,

(28) Alb. Save him, fave him.

Gon. This u PraSlice, Glo'ftcr:] Thus all the Copies have
diftinguifli'd thele Speeches : but I have ventur'd to place the
two Hemiftichs to Gonerill. 'Tis abfurd, that Albany, who knew
Edmunds Treafons, and his own Wife's Paflion for him,
flioiild be follicitous to haye his Life fav'd.

E 3 Or
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Or with this paper mall I flop it;

Thou wqrfe than any thing, read thine own evil

:

No tearing, lady; I perceive, you know it.

Gon. Say, if I do ; the Laws are mine, not thine;
Who can arraign me for't ?

Alb. Monfter, know 'ft thou this paper ?

Gon. Ask me not, what I know— [Exit Gon,
Alb. Go after her, fhe's defperate, govern her.

Edm. What you have charg'd me with, That I have
dene,

And more, much more ; the time will bring it out,

'Tis paft, and fo am I : but what art thou,

That haft this fortune on me ? If thou'rt noble,

I do forgive thee.

Edg. Let's exchange charity :

I am no lefs in blood than thou art, Edmund;
If more, the more thou' It wrong'd me.
My name is Edgar, and thy father's fon.

The Gods are juft, and of our pleafant vices

Make initruments to fcourge us

:

The dark and vicious place, where thee he got,

Coft him his eyes.

Edm. Thou'ft fpoken right, 'tis true,

The wheel is come full circle ; I am here.

Alb. Methought, thy very gate did prophefie

A royal Noblenefs : I mull embrace thee :

Let Sorrow fplit my heart, if ever I

Did hate thee, or thy father ?

Edg. Worthy Prince, I know't.

Alb. Where have you hid your felf ?

How have you known the miferies of your father ?

Edg. By nurfing them, my lord. Lift a brief tale,

And, when 'tis told, O, that my heart would burft !—
The bloody Proclamation to efcape

That follow'd me fo near, (O our lives' fweetnefs

!

That we the pain of death would hourly bear,

Rather than die at once) taught me to Ihift

Into a mad- man's rags ; t'affume a Semblance,

The very Dogs difdain'd : and in this habit

Met I my father with his bleeding ring6,

Their
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Their precious gems new loft ; became his guide,

Led him, beg'd for him, fav'd him from defpair ;

Never (O fault !) reveal'd my felf unto him,
Until fome half hour paft, when I was arm'd,

Not fure, though hoping, of this good fucccfs,

I ask'd his bieffing, and from firft to laft

Told him my pilgrimage. But his flaw'd heart,

Alack, too weak the Conflict to fupport,

'Twixt two extreams of pafhon, joy and grief,

Eurft fmilingly.

Baft, This fpecch of yours hath mov'd me,
And mall, perchance, do good ; but fpeak you on,

You look, as you had fomething more to fay.

Jib. If there be more, more woful, hold it in.,

For I am almoft ready to dhTolve,

Hearing of this.

Edg. This would have feem'd a Period,

To fuch as love not Sorrow : but Another,

To amplify too much, would make much more,
And top Extremity !

Whilft I was big in Clamour, came there a Man,
Who having feen me in my worfer State,

Shun'd my abhorr'd Society ; but now finding

Who 'twas, had fo endur'd, with his ftrong Arms
He faften'd on my Neck ; and bellow'd out,

As he'd burft Heaven ; threw him on my Father ;

Told the moil piteous Tale of Lear and him,
That ever Ear received ; which in recounting

His Grief grew puifTant, and the Strings of Life

Began to crack. — Twice then the Trumpets founded,

And there I left him traunc'd.

Jib. But who was this ?

Edg. Kent, Sir ; the baniflvd Kent, who in difguife

follow'd his enemy King, and did him Service

Improper for a Slave.

Enter a Gentleman .

Gent. Help, help !

Ed*. What kind of help ?

Jib. Speak, man,

E 4
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Edg. What means this bloody knife ?

Gent. 'Tis hot, it fmoaks ; it came even from the heart

Of O ! mer
s dead.—

-

Alb. Who's dead ? fpeak, man.
Gent. Your lady, Sir, your lady ; and her fifter

By her is poiibn'd ; me confefTes it.

Edm. I was contracted to them both ; all three

Now marry in an inftant.

Edg. Here comes Kent.

Enter Kent.

Alb. Produce the bodies, be they alive or dead.

[Gonerill and Regan'j Bodies brought out.

This Judgment of the heav'ns, that makes us tremble,

Touches us not with pity.— O ! is this He ?

The time will not allow the compliment,

Which very manners urge.

Kent. I am come
To bid my King and Mafter aye good night ;

Is he not here ?

Alb. Great thing of us forgot ?

Speak, Edmund, w here's the King ? and where' s Cordelia?

See' ft thou this Obje&, Kent?
Kent. Alack, why thus ?

Edm. Yet Ed?nund was belov'd :

The one the other poifcn'd for my fake,

And after flew her felf.

Alb. Even fo ; cover their faces.

Edm. I pant for life ; fome Good I mean to do,

Defpight of mine own nature. Quickly fend,

(Be brief) into the Caftle ; for my Wr

rit

js on the life of Lear and on Cordelia

:

Nay, fend in time.

Alb. Run, run, O run — -

Edg. To whom, my lord ? who has the office ? Send
Thy token of reprieve.

Edm. Well thought on, take my fvvord,

Give it the Captain

Edg. Hafte thee for thy life. [Exit MeJ/enger.

Edm. He hath Commiffion from thy wife and me
To
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To hang Cordelia in the prifon, and

To lay the blame upon her own defpair.

Alb. The Gods defend her ! bear him hence a while.'

[Edmund is borne off'.

Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in his arms.

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl, — O, you are men
of ftone ;

Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd ufe them fo,

That heaven's vault mould crack : me's gone for ever !

I know, when one is dead, and when one lives ;

She's dead as earth ! lend me a looking-glafs,

If that her Breath will mill or ilain the Hone,

Why then me lives.

Kent. Is this the promised End ?

Lear. This feather ftirs, me lives ; if it be fo,

It is a Chance which do's redeem all forrows,

That ever I have felt.

Kent. O my good mailer! \Kneeling[

Lear. Pr'ythee, away
Edg. 'Tis noble Kent, your friend.

Lear. A plague upon you, murth'rous traitors all 1

I might have fav'd her ; now lhe's gone for ever

!

Cordelia, Cordelia^ Hay a little. Ha!——

—

What is't thou fav'ft ? her voice was ever foft,

Gentle, and low ; an excellent thing in woman.
I kill'd the Have, that was a hanging thee.

Gent. 'Tis true, my lords, he did,

Lear. Did I not, fellow ?

I've feen the day, with my good bking faulchion

I would have made them skip : I am old now,
And thefe fame crofTes fpoil me. Who are you ?

Mine eyes are none o'th' beft. I'll tell you ftrait.

Kent. If fortune brag of two fhe lov'd and hated, ,

.

One of them we behold.

Lear. Are you not Kent P
Kent. The fame ; your fervant Kent

}

Where is your fervant Caius ?

Lear]
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Lear, 'Twas a good fellow, I can tell you that, (29)

He'd ftrike, and quickly too:— he's dead and rotten.

Kent. No, my good lord, I am the very man,—
Lear. I'll fee that ftrait.

Kent. That, from your firft of difference and decay,

Have followed your fad Heps—
Lear. You're welcome hither.

Kent. Nor no man elfe ; — all's cheerlefs, dark, and
dead

:

Your eldeft daughters have fore-done themfelves,

And defp'rately are dead.

Lear. Ay, fo I think.

Alb. He knows not what he fays ; and vain is it,

That we prefent us to him.
Edg. Very bootlefs.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mejf. Edmund is dead, my lord.

Alb. That's but a trifle.

You lords and noble friends, know our intent 1

What Comfort to this great Decay may come,
Shall be apply'd. For us, we will refign,

During the life of this old Majeity,

To him our abfolute Power : to you, your Rights,

[To Edgar.
With boot, and fuch addition as your honours

Have more than merited. All friends fhall tafte

The wages of their virtue, and all foes

The cup of their defervings : O fee, fee

Lear. And my poor Fool is hang'd : no, no, no life,

WT

hy mould a dog, a horfe, a rat have life,

And thou no breath at all ? thou'lt come no more,

Never, never, never, never, never-—

(29) He's & good Fellow, I can tell you that,

He'll ftrikf and quickly too : he's dead and rotten. ] Wc
have feen Lear mad 5 but, never, a ftark Fool till this Mo-
ment ; to tell us, that a dead and rotten Man will ftrike

quickly. But it was a Stupidity of the Editois, and not

chargeable on the Poet.

Fray
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Pray you, undo this button. Thank you, Sir

;

Do you fee this ? look on her, look on her lips,

Look there, look there [He dies*

Edg. He faints ; my lord,—
Kent, Break heart, I pr'ythee, break !

Edg. Look up, my lord.

Kent.Vex not his ghoft : O, let him pafs ! He hates him,

That would upon the rack of this rough world

Stretch him out longer.

Edg. He is gone, indeed.

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur'd fo long :

He but ufurpt his life.

Alb. Bear them from hence, our prefent bufmefs

Is general woe : friends of my foul, you twain

Rule in this Realm, and the gorM State fuftain.

Kent. I have a journey, Sir, fhortly to go ;

My mailer calls me; I mull not fay, no. [Dies:

Mb. The weight of this fad time we mult obey, (30)

Speak what we feel, not what we ought to fay.

The oldeft hath borne mofl ; we, that are young,
- Shall never fee fo much, nor live fo long.

[Exeunt with a dead March.

(30) Alb. The Weight of this fad Time, &c] This Speech

from the Authority of the Old 4*0 is rightly plac'd to ^Alba-

ny : in the Edition by the Players it is given to Edgar, by

whom, I doubt not, it was of Cuftom fpoken. And the Cafe

was this : He who play'd Edgar, being a more favourite Ac-

tor, than he who perfonated ^Albany 5 in Spight of Decoium, it

was thought proper he fliould have the laft Word.

TIMON
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Dramatis Perfonse.

TIMON, A noble Athenian.

Lucullus ^ flat*er *nZ Lords.

Apemantus, a churlijh Philofopher.

Sempronius, another flattering Lord,

Alcibiades, an Athenian General.

Flavius, Steward to Timon.
Flaminius, 1
Lucilius, £ Timon'i ferwants,

Servilius, J
Caphis, ^
Varro, / *

Titus' r
federal Servants to Ufurers.

Lucius, \
Hortcnfius, j
Ventidius, one of Timon*sfalfe Friends.

Cupid and Maskers.

Phrynk, \ MiflrefTes to Alcibiades.
Timandra, 3 J M

Thieves, Senators, Poet, Painter, Jeiveller, Meran

and Merchant \ with diversfervants and attendants

.

SCENE, Athens ; and the Woods not far

from it.
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a c T I.

SCENE, A Hall in Timon'j Houfc.

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and
Mercer, at feveral doors.

Poet.
O O D day, Sir.

Pain. I am glad y
%
are well.

Poet. I have not feen you long; how
goes the world ?

Pain. It wears, Sir, as it goes,

Poet. Ay, that's *well known.
But what particular rarity ? what fo ftrange,

Which manifold Record not matches ? fee,

(Magick of Bounty
!
) all thefe Spirits thy power

Hath conjur'd to attend. I know the merchant.

Pain. I know them both ; th' other's a jeweller.

Mer. O 'tis a worthy lord !

Jew. Nay, that's moft fixt.

Mer. A moft incomparable man, breath'd as it were
To an untirable and continuate goodnefs.

He palTes

Jew* I have a jewel here,

Merl
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Mcr. O, pray, let's fee't

:

For the lord Timon, Sir?

Jew. If he will touch the eftimate : but for that—
Poet. When we for recompence have prais'd the vile,

It ftains the glory in that happy verfe

Which aptly fings the good.

Mer. 'Tis a good form. [Looking on thejewel.

Jew. And rich ; here is a water, look ye.

Pain. You're rapt, Sir, in fome Work, fome dedi-

cation

To the great lord.

Poet. A thing Hipt idly from me.
Our Poefie is as a Gum, which ifTues

From whence 'tis nourilhed. The fire i'th' flint

Shews not, 'till it be ftruck : our gentle flame

Provokes it felf, and like the current flies

Each Bound it chafes. What have you there ? (i)
1

Pain. A piclure, Sir :— when comes your book forth ?

Poet. Upon the heels of my prefentment^ Sir.

Let's fee your piece.

Pain. 'Tis a good piece.

Poet. So 'tis,

This comes off well and excellent.

Pain. Indiff'rent.

Poet. Admirable I how this grace

Speaks his own Handing ? what a mental power
This eye moots forth ? how big imagination

Moves in this lip ? to th' dumbnefs of the geflurc

One might interpret.

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life

:

Here i- a >cuch —— is't good ?

Poet. I'll fay of it,

It tutor. Nature ; artificial ftrife

Lives in thofe touches, livelier than life.

(i) Each Bound it chafes.--] How, chafes? The Flood, in-

deed, beating up upon the Shore, covers a Pan of it, but

cannot be faid to drive the Shore away. The Toet's Allii-

fion is to a Wave, which, foaming and chafing on the Shore,

freaks* and then the Watei teems to the Eye to retire.

Enter
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Enter certain Senators.

Pain. How this lord is followed ?

Poet. The Senators of Athens! happy man ! (2)

Pain. Look, more !

Poet. You fee this confluence, this great flood of vifiters.

I have, in this, rough Work, map'd out a Man,
Whom this beneath-world doth embrace and hug
With ampleft entertainment. My free drift

Halts not particular, but moves itfelf

In a wide fea of wax ; no levell'd malice

Infeds one Comma in the courfe I hold,

But flies an eagle-flight, bold, and forth on,

Leaving no tract behind.

Pain. How mail I underfland you ?

Poet. I'll unbolt to you.

You fee, how all conditions, how all minds,
As well of glib and flipp'ry creatures, as

Of grave and auftere quality, tender down
Their Service to lord Timon ; his large fortune,

Upon his good and gracious nature hanging,

Subdues and properties to his love and tendance

All forts of hearts; yea, from the glafs-fac'd flatterer

To Apemantus, that few things loves better

Than to abhor himfelf ; ev'n he drops down
The Jsnee before him, and returns in peace

Moll rich in Timon* s nod.

Pain. I faw them fpeak together.

Poet. I have upon a high and pleafant hill

Feign'd Fortune to be thron'd. The Bafe bW mount
Is rank'd with all deferts, all kind of natures,

That labour on the bofom of this fphere

To propagate their fiates ; amongft them all,

Whofe eyes are on this fov'reign lady fixt,

(2) Happy Men ! ] Thus the printed Copies : but 1 cannot

think the Poet meant, that the Senators were happy in being

admitted to Timon ; their Quality might command That : but

that Timon was happy in being fellow'd, and carefs'd, by thofe

of their Rank and Dignity.

On*
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One do I perfoliate of Timon's frame,

Whom Fortune with her iv'ry hand wafts to her,

Whofe prefent grace to prefent flaves and fervants

Tranflates his rivals.

Pain. 'Tis conceiv'd to th' Scope. (3)

This throne, this Fortune, and this Hill, methinks,

With one man becken'd from the reft below,

Bowing his head againft the fteepy mount
To climb his happinefs, wouid be well expreft

In our condition.

Poet. Nay, but hear me on :

All thofe which were his fellows but of late,

Some better than his value, on the moment
Follow his ftrides ; his lobbies fill with tendance ;

Rain facrificial whifp'rings in his ear ;

Make facred even his ftirrop ; and through him
Drink the free air.

Pain. Ay, marry, what of thefe ?

Poet. When Fortune in her fhift and change of mood
Spurns down her late belov'd, all his Dependants

(Which laboured after to the mountain's top,

Even on their knees and hands,) let him flip down,
Not one accompanying his declining foot.

Pain. 'Tis common

:

A thoufand moral Paintings I can mew,
That fhall demonlirate thefe quick blows of fortune

More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well

To fhew lord timon, that mean eyes have feen

The foot above the head.

(3) 'Tis conceived, to [cope

This Throne, this Fortme, &C. ] Thus all the Editors hi-

therto have nonfenfically writ, and pointed, this Paflage.

But, fure, the Painter would tell the Poet, your Conception,

Sir, hits the very Scope you aim at. This the Greeks would

have render'd, <tS <nco7rx tu£«c, rettk ad Scopum tendis : and
Cicero has thus exprefs'd on the like Occafion> Signttm oc»lis

deftitiAtttm ftris.

Trumpets



T i m o n Athens. 115

Trumpets found. Enter Timon, addrefflng himfelf
courteoujly to every fuitor.

Tim. ImprifonM is he, fay you ? [To a Mejfenger,
Mef Ay, my good lord ; five talents is his debt,

His means moil (hort, his creditors moft ftraight

:

Your honourable letter he defires

To thofe have fhut him up, which failing to him
Periods his comfort.

Tim. Noble Ventidiusl well

I am not of that feather to lhake off

My friend when he moft needs me. I do know him
A gentleman that well deferves a help,

Which he mail have, I'll pay the debt, and free him,
Mef Your lordfhip ever binds him.
Tim. Commend me to him, I will fend his ranfom \

And, being enfranchiz'd, bid him come to me;
'Tis not enough to help the feeble up,

But to fupport him after. Fare you well.

Mef All happinefs to your Honour ! {Exit*

Enter an 0/^ Athenian.

Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me fpeak.

Tim. Freely, good father.

Old Ath. Thou hail a fervant nam'd Lucilius*

Tim. I have fo : what of him ?

Old Ath. Moft noble Timon, call the man before thee,

Tim. Attends he here or no? Lucilius ! —
Enter Lucilius.

Luc. Here, at your lordfhip's fervice.

Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy creature
Bv night frequents my houfe. I am a man
That from my firft have been inclin'd to thrift,

And my efcate deferves an heir more rais'd,

Than one which holds a trencher.

Tim Well : what further ?

Old Ath. One only daughter have L no kin elfe,

On whom I may confer what I have got

:

The maid is fair, o'th' youngeft for a bride,

And



1 16 Timon of Athens,
And I have bred her at my deareft coil,

In qualities of the belt. This man of thine'

Attempts her love : I pray thee, noble lord,

Join with me to forbid him her refort

;

My felf have fpoke in vain.

Tim. The man is honefl.

Old Ath. Therefore he will be, Timon. (4)

His honelty rewards him in it felf,

It mult not bear my daughter.

Tim. Dees fhe love him ?

Old Ath. She is young, and apt

:

Our own precedent paffions do inltrudl us,
p

What levity's in youth.

Tim. Love you the maid ?

Luc. Ay, my good lord, and me accepts of it.

Old Ath. If in her marriage my confent be miffing,

,

I call the Gods to witnefs, I will chufe

Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world,

And difpoffefs her all.

Tim. How mail fhe be endowed,
If me be mated with an equal husband ?

Old Ath. Three talents on the prefent, in future alt.

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath ferv'd me long 5

To build his fortune I will ftrain a little,

For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter ;

What you bellow, in him I'll counterpoife,

And make him weigh with her.

Old Ath. Molt noble lord,

Pawn me to this your honour, fhe is his.

Tim. My hand to thee, mine honour on my prom'fe.

Luc. Humbly I thank your Lordfhip : never may
That Irate, or fortune, fall into my keeping,

Which is not ow'd to you ! [Exeunt Luc. and old Ath.

Poet. Vouchfafe my labour, and long live your lordfhip

(4) Therefore he will be, Timon.] The Thought is clofcly ex

prefs'd, and obfeure: but this feems the Meaning. " If th<

w Man be honeft, my Lord, for that reafon he will be fo in

" this; and not endeavour at the Injuftice of gaining mj

JJ
Daughter without my Confent.'* Mr. Watburton

Tim
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Tim. I thank you, you (hall hear from me anon :

Go not away. What have you there, my friend ?

Pain. A piece of Painting, which I do befeech
Your lordfhip to accept.

Tim. Painting is welcome.

The Painting is almoft the natural man :

For fmce difhonour trafficks with man's nature,

He is but out-fide : pencil'd figures are

Ev'n fuch as they give out. I like your Work ;

And you mall find, I like it : wait attendance

'Till you hear further from me.
Pain. The Gods preferve ye f

Tim. Well fare you, gentleman ; Give me your hand,
We muit needs dine together : Sir, your jewel

Hath fufFer'd under praife.

Jew. What, my lord? difpraife ?

Tim. A meer fatiety of commendations :

Tf I mould pay you for't as 'tis extoll'd,

[t would unclew me quite.

Jew. My lord, 'tis rated

As thofe, which fell, would give : but you well know,
Things of like value, differing in the owners,

\

Are by their mailers priz'd ; Believ't, dear lord,

You mend the jewel by the wearing it.

Jim. Wellmock'd.
Mer. No, my good lord, he fpeaks the common tongue,

Which all men fpeak with him.

Tim. Look, who comes here.

Enter Apemantus.

Will you be chid ?

Jew. We'll bear it with your lordfhip.

Mer. He'll fpare none.

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus

!

Apem. 'Till I be gentle, ffcay for thy good morrow ;

When thou ?*rt Timon's dog, and thefe knaves' honed.

Tim. Why doit thou call them knaves, thou know'ft

;hem not ?

1

Apem. Are they not Athenians?

Tim. Yes.
Apem.
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Apem. Then I repent not.

Jew. You know me, Apemantus.

Apem. Thou know'ft I do, I call'd thee by thy namev
Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus.

Apem. Of nothing fo much, as that I am not like

Timon.

Tim. Whither art going ?

Apem. To knock out an honeft Athenian's brains.

Tim. That's a deed thoul't die for.

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law.

Tim. How lik'ft thou this Picture, Apemantus?
Apem. The beft, for the innocence.

Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it?

Apem. He wrought better, that made the Painter : and
yet he's but a filthy piece of work.

Pain. Y'are a dog.

Apem. Thy mother's of my generation : what's me,
if I be a dog ?

Tim. Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ?
Apem. No, I eat not lords.

Tim. If thou mould'!*, thou'dft anger ladies.

Apem. O, they eat lords ; fo they come by great

bellies.

Tim. That's a lafcivious apprehenfion.

Apem. So, thou apprehend' it it. Take it for thy labour.

Tim. How doll thou like this jewel, Apemantus ?

Apem. Not fo well as Plain-dealing, which will not

coil a man a doit.

Tim. What doft thou think 'tis worth ?

Apem. Not worth my thinking How now, Poet ?

Poet. How now, Philofopher ?

Apem. Thou lieft.

Poet. Art thou not one ?

Apem. Yes.

Poet. Then I lie not.

Apem. Art not a poet ?

Poet. Yes.

Apem. Then thou lieft : look in thy laft work, where
thou hall feign'd him a worthy fellow.

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is fo.

Apem.
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Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee
for thy labour. He, that loves to be flattered, is wor-
thy o'th' flatterer. Heav'ns, that I were a lord !

Tim. What would'ft do then, Apemantus ?
Apem. Ev'n as Apemantus does now, hate a lord with

my heart.

Tim. What, thy felf?

Apem. Ay.
Tim. Wherefore ?

Apem. That I had fo hungry a wit, to be a lord.— (r)

Art thou not a Merchant ?

Mer. Ay, Apemantus.
Apem. TrafRck confound thee, if the Gods will not

!

Mer. If Traffick do it, the Gods do it.

Apem. Trahick's thy God, and thy God confound thee !

Trumpets found. Enter a Meffenger.

Tim. What trumpet's that ?

Me/. 'Tis Alcibiades, and fome twenty horfe
All of companionmip.

Tim. Pray, entertain them, give them guide to us ;
You muft needs dine with me : go not you hence,
Till I have thankt you; and when dinner's done,
Shew me this piece. I'm joyful of your ftghts.

Enter Alcibiades with the reft.

Molt welcome, Sir ! [Bowing and embracing^
Apem. So, fo ! Aches contract, and ftarve, your fupple

joints! that there mould be fmall love amongft thefe
fweet knaves, and all this courtefie ! the ftrain of man's
bred out into baboon and monkey.

Ale. You have fav'd my longing, and I feed

(5) That 1 had no angry Wit to be a Lord.] This Reading Is
abiurd, and unintelligible. But, as I have reftor'd the Text, it
is fatirical enough of all Confidence, and to the purpofe:

I would hate inyfelf, for having no more Wit than to co-
ret fo infignificant a Title. In the fame Senfe Sbak.efpcare ufes
'can- untied, in his T^chard 2d.

*And thou a Immck* lean-witted, Fool. Mr. Warburton.

Moll
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Mori hungerly on your fight.

Tim. Right welcome, Sir.

E're we do part, we'll fhare a bounteous time (6)

In different pleafures. Pray you, let us in. [Exeunt.

Manet Apemantus. Enter Lucius and Lucullus.

Luc. What time a day is't, Apemantus?
Apem. Time to be honeft.

Luc. That time ferves ftill.

Apem. The moll accurfed thou, that ftill omitt'ft it.

LucuL Thou art going to lord Timon* s feaft.

Apem. Ay, to fee meat fill knaves, and wine heat fcols.

LucuL Fare thee well, fare thee well.

Apem. Thou art a fool to bid me farevvel twice.

LucuL Why, Apemantus ?

Apem. Thou mould' it have kept one to thy felf, for

I mean to give thee none.

Luc. Hang thy felf.

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding : make
thy requefts to thy friend.

LucuL Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll fpurn thee

hence.

Apem. I will fly, like a dog, the heels oW afs.

Luc. He's oppofite to humanity.

Come, mall we in, and talie lord Timon s bounty ?

He, fure, outgoes the very heart of kindnefs.

LucuL He pours it out. P/utus, the God of gold,

Is but his Steward : no meed but he repays

Seven-fold above it feif ; no gift to him,

But breeds the giver a Return exceeding

All ufe of quittance.

Luc. The nobleil mind he carries,

That ever govern'd man.

LucuL Long may he live in fortunes ! mall we in ?

Luc. I'll keep you company. [Exeunt.

(6) E'rc ive depart,— ] Tho' the Editions concur in this

Reading, it is certainly faulty. Who depart? Tho* ^Aklbiadef

was to leave Timon, Timon was not to depart from his own
Houle. Common Senfe favours my Emendation.

scene:
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SCENE, another Apartment in Timon'j Houfc.

Hautboys playing, loud mufick. A great banquet fer<v*d

in; and then enter Timon, Lucius, Lucullus, Sem-
pronius, and other Athenian fenators, with Venti-

dius. Then comes, dropping after all, Apemantus dif
contentedly.

Fen.Ti /TOST honour'd Timon, it hath pleas'd the Gods

JLVx To ca^ my father's age unto long peace.

He is gone happy, and has left me rich.

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound

To your free heart, I do return thofe talents-,

Doubled with thanks and fervice, from whofe help

I deriv'd liberty.

Tim. O, by no means,

Honeit. Ventidius : you miftake my love ;

I gave it freely ever, and there's none

Can truly fay he gives, if he receives

:

If our Betters play at that game, we mull not dare

To imitate them. Faults that are rich, are fair.

Ven. A noble fpirit.

Tim. Nay, ceremony was but devisM at firft,

To fet a glofs on faint deeds, hollow welcomes,

Recanting goodnefs, forry ere 'tis mown :

But where there is true friendfhip, there needs none.

Pray, fit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes,

Than they to me. [They Jit do<wnl

Luc. We always have confeft it.

Apem. Ho, ho, confeft it ? hang'd it, have you not ?

Tim. O, Apemantus ! you are welcome.

Apem. No ; you mail not make me welcome. I
come to have thee thruft me out of doors.

Tim. Fie, th'art a churle ; ye have got a humour thert

Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame

:

They fay, my lords, that Irafuror brevis ejfy

But yonder man is ever angry.

Go, let him have a table by himfelf

:

For he does neither affect company,
Vol. VI. F Nor
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Nor is he fit for't, indeed.

Apem. Let me flay at thy peril, Timon ; I come to
obferve, I give thee warning oirt.

Tim. I take no heed of thee; th'art an Athenian, there-

fore welcome ; I my felf would have no power— pr'y-

thee, let my meat make thee filent.

Apem. I fcorn thy meat, 'twould choak me : for I
fhould ne'er flatter thee. O you gcds ! what a number
of men eat Timon, and he fees 'em not ? It grieves me
to fee

So many dip their meat in one man's blood,

And, all the madnefs is, he cheers them up too.

I wonder, men dare trull themfelves with men !

Methinks, they mould invite them without knives

;

Good for their meat, and fafer for their lives.

There's much example for't ; the fellow, that

Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and pledges

The breath of him in a divided draught,

Is th' readiefl man to kill him. 'T has been prov'd.

Were I a Great man, I fhould fear to drink,

Left they fhould fpy my wind-pipe's dangerous notes

:

Great men fhould drink with harnefs on their threats.

Tim. My lord, in heart; and let the health go round.

Lucul. Let it flow this way, my good lord.

Apem. Flow this way ! — a brave fellow ! he keeps his

tides well ; thofe healths will make thee and thy Mate

look. ill, Timon. Here's that which is too weak to be a
fmner, honeil water, which ne'er left man i'th' mire;

This and my food are equal, there's no odds ;

Feafts are too proud to give thanks to the Gods*

ApemantusV grace.

Immortal Gods, I crave no pelf

;

Jpray for no ma?i but my felf

;

Grant, I may never prove fofond
To truf man on his oath, or bond

;

Or a harlotfor her weeping ;

Or a dog, that ferns a fleeping ;

Or
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Or a keeper 'with my freedom ;

Or my friends, if I fhould need'' cm.

Amen, A?nerr ; Sofall to t :

Rich ?nen Jin, and I eat root.

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus f

Tim. Captain, Alcibiades, your heart's in the field

now.
Ale. My heart is ever at your fervice, my lord.

Tim. You had rather been at a breakfaft of enemies,

than a dinner of friends.

Ale. So they were bleeding new, my lord, there's no
meat like 'em. I could wifii my friend at fuch a feaft.

Apem. Would all thefc flatterers were thine enemies

then; that thou might' ft kill 'em, and bid me to 'em!
Luc. Might we bat have the happinefs, my lord, that

you would once ufe our hearts, whereby we might ex-

press fome part of our zeals, we mould think our felves

for ever perfeel:.

Tim. Oh, no doubt, my good friend?, but the Gods
themfelves have provided that I mall have as much help

from you : how had you been my friends elfe ? why have
you that charitable title from thoufands, did not you
chiefly belong to my heart ? I have told more of you ta

my felf, than you can with modefty fpeak in your own
behalf. And thus far I confirm you. Oh you Gods,
(think I,) what need we have any friends, if we mould
never have need of 'em ? they would moil refemble fweet
Inftruments hung up in cafes, that keep their founds to

themfelves. Why, I have often wifht my felf poorer, that

I might come nearer to you : we are born to do benefis^.

And what better or properer can we call our own, than
the riches of our friends ? O, what a precious comfort 'tis

to have fo many, like brothers, commanding one ano-
ther's fortunes ! O joy, e'en made away ere't can be born ;

mine eyes cannot hold water, methinks : to forget their

faults, I drink to you.

Apem. Thou vveep'il to make them drink, Timon.
Lucid. Joy had the like conception in our eyes,

And at that inftant like a babe fprung up.

F 2 Apem.
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Jpem. Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a bailard.

3 Lord. I promife you, my lord, you mov'd me
much.

.dpem. Much !

Sound Tucket.

Tim. What means that trump ? how now ?

Enter fervant.

Ser. Pleafe you, my lord, there are certain ladies

moil defirous of admittance.

Tim. Ladies ? what are their wills ?

Ser<v. There comes with them a fore-runner, my lord,

which bears that office to ngnn:e their pleafures.

Tim. I pray, let them be admitted.

Enter Cupid *witb a Mafque of Ladies, as Amazons.

Cup. Kail to thee, worthy Timon, and to all

That of his bounties tafte ! the five bell Senfes

Acknowledge thee their patron ; and do come
Freely to gratulate thy plenteous bofom :

Th s

Ear, Tafte, Touch, Smell, pleas'd from thy Table
rife, (7)

Thefe only now come but to feaft thine eyes.

Tim. They're welcome all ; let 'em have kind ad-

mittance.

Let mufick make their welcome.

(7) There tafte, touch, all, pleafd from thy Table rife:

They only now ] The incomparable Emendation, with

which the Text is here fupply'd, lowe to my ingenious Friend

Mr. Warburton. The five Senfes, as he obferves, are talk'd of

by Cupid, but only Three of them made out ; and thofe in a

very heavy, unintelligible Manner. But now you have them
all, and the Poet's Senfe, compleat, viz* The five Senfes,

Timon. acknowledge thee their Patron ; Four of them, the

Hearing the Touch, the Tafte, and Smell, are all regaled at

your Boaidj and thefe Ladies come with me to entertain

youi Sight, in pxefenting a Mafciuc.

Ihc\
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Luc. You fee, my lord, how amply you're belov'd.

Jpem. Hoydayl what a fweep of vanity comes this

way !

They dance, they are mad women.
Like madnefs is the glory of this life

;

As this pomp mews to a little oyl and root.

We make our felves fools, to difport our felves

;

And fpend our flatteries, to drink thofe men,
Upon whofe age we void it up again,

With poifonous fpight and envy

—

Who lives, that's not depraved, or depraves ?

Who dies, that bears not one fpurn to their graves

Of their friends' gift ?

I lhould fear, thofe, that dance before me now,
Would one day ftamp upon me : 'T has been done

;

Men fhut their doors againft the fetting fun.

The Lords rife from table, with much adoring of
Timon ; each Jingling out an Amazon, and all

dance, men with women ; a lofty ftrain or two to

the hautboys, and ceafe.

Tim. You have done our pleafures much grace, fair

ladies,

Set a fair falhion on our entertainment,

Which was not half fo beautiful and kind

:

You've added worth unto't, and lively luftre,

And entertain'd me with mine own device.

I am to thank you for it.

Luc. My lord, you take us even at the beft.

Jpem. Faith, for the worft is filthy, and would not
hold taking, I doubt me.

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet attends you.
Pleafe you to difpofe your felves.

All La. Moil thankfully, my lord. {Exeunt.
Tim. Flawius, —
Flaw. My lord.

Tim. The little casket bring me hither.

Fla<v. Yes, my lord. More jewels yet ? there is no
crofTing him in's humour,
Elfe i mould tell him — well— i'faith, I lhould,

F 3 Whea
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When all's fpent, he'd be crofs'd then if he could : (3)

Tis pity, Bounty has not eyes behind

;

That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind.

LucuL Where be our men?
Serv. Here, my lord, in readinefs.

Luc, Our Horfes.

Tim. O my good friends !

I have one word to fay to you ; look, my lord,

I mull entreat you, honour me fo much
As to advance this jewel, accept and wear it,

Kind my lord !

Luc. I am fo far already in your gifts

AIL So are we all. [Ex. Lucius, Lucullus, &c*

Enter a fer*vant.

Serm. My lord, there are certain Nobles of the Senate

newly alighted, and come to vifit you.

Tim. They are fairly welcome.

Re-enter Fiaviu?,

Tla. I befeech your Honour, vouch fare me a word*
it dees concern you near.

Tim. Near \ Why then another time I'll hear thee.

I pr'ythee, let's be provided to fhew them entertainment.

Flaw. I fcr.rce know how.

(?) hSd be crofs'd then if he could:"} The Poet docs not

mean here, that he would be crofs'd, 01 thwarted in Humour 5

but that he would have his Hand crofSd, as we fay, with Mo-
ney, if he could. He is playing on the Word, and alluding to

our old Silver-pe nry, ufed before K. I dwardihe firft his Time,
vhich had a Oo/ion the Reverfe with a Creafe, that it might be

more eafily broke into Halves and Quarters, Half-pence and
I Arthings. From this Penny, and other fubfequent Pieces that

boie the like Imprefs, was our common Expreflion deiiv'd, /
karenot a Crofs about mc ; i. e. not a Piece of Money. 1 thought,

this Note might not be unneceilary, becaufe it ferves to explain

feveral other PafTages, where the Poet has punn'd on this

Term,

Enter
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Enter another fervant.

2 Ser<v. May it pleafe your Honour, lord Lucius, out

of his free love, hath prefented to you four milk-white
horfes trapt in filver.

Tim. I fhall accept them fairly : let the Prefents

Be worthily entertain'd.

Enter a thirdfer<vant.

How now? what news ?

3 Ser*v. Pleafe you, my lord, that honourable gentle-

man, Lord Luculius, entreats your company tomorrow
to hunt with him, and has fen t your Honour two braes

of grey- hounds.

Tim. 1 11 hunt with him ; and let them be received,

not without fair reward.

E/av. What will this come to ? he commands us to

provide, and give great gifts, and all out of an empty
coffer : Nor will he know his purfe, or yield me this,

To &ew him v^feat a beggar his heart is,

Being of no power to make his withes good

;

His promifes fly fo beyond his ftate,

That what he fpeaks is all in debt ; he owes for ev'ry word

:

He is fo kind, that he pays intereft for't :

His land's put to their books. Well, 'would I were
Gently put out of office, ere I were fore'd !

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, v

Than fuch that do e'en enemies exceed.

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Exit,

Tim. You do your felves much wrong, you bate too

much of your own merits. Here, my lord, a trifle of

our leve.

1 Lord. With more than common thanks I will re-

ceive it.

3 Lord. He has the very foul of bounty.

Tim. And now I remember, my lord, you gave good

words the other day of a bay courfer 1 rode on.

Tis yours, becaufe you lik'dit.

2 Lord. Oh, I befeech you, pardon me, my lord,

in that.

F 4 Tim.
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Tim. You may take my word, my lord : I know no

man can juftly praife, but what he does affedt. I weigh
my friend's affection with my own ; I'll tell you true.

I'll call on you.

All Lords. O, none fo welcome.
Tim. I take all, and your ieveral viiitations

So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give ;

Methinks, I could deal Kingdoms to my friends,

And ne'er be weary. Alcibiades,

Thou art a foldier, therefore feldom rich,

It comes in charity to thee ; thy living

Is 'mongit the dead ; and all the lands thou hall

Lye in a pitcht field.

Ale. I defie land, my lord.

1 Lord. We are fo virtuouily bound
Tim. And fo am I to you.

2 Lord. So infinitely endear'd

Tim. All to you. Lights ! more lights, more lights.

3 Lord. The beft of happinefs, honour and fortunes,

Keep with you, lord Timon —
Tim. Ready for his friends. [Exeunt Lord*.

Apem. What a coil's here,

Serving of becks and jutting out of bums

!

I doubt, whether their legs be worth the fums

That are giv'n for 'em. Friendship's full of dregs ;

Methinks, falfe hearts mould never have found legs.

Thus honeft fools lay out their wealth on court'fies.

Tim. Now, Ape?nantus, if thou wert not fullen,

I would be good to thee.

Apem. No, Til nothing; for if I mould be brib'd

too, there would be none left to rail upon thee, and
then thou wouldil fin the fatter. Thou giv'it fo long,

Timon, (9) I fear me, thou wilt give away thy felf in

proper

(9) / fear me, thou -wilt give away thyfelf in paper fiortly.]

i.e. be ruin'd by his Securities entred into. But this Senfe, as

Mr. Warinrton obferves, is cold j and relifhes very little of that

Salt which is in ^4pemanru 's other Reflections. He propofes,

give away thy felf in proper p)ortly.

. e. in Peifon j thy proper Self. This latter is an ExprcflGon

of
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proper fhortly. What need thefe feafts, pomps, and
vain-glories ?

Tim. Nay, if you begin to rail on fociety once, I am
fworn not to give regard to you. Farewel, and come
with better mufick.

Jpem. So thou wilt not hear me now, thou male
not then.

PU lock thy heaven from thee :

Oh, that men's ears Ihould be

To counfel deaf, but not to flattery f [Exit.

ACT H.

SCENE, A puhlick place in the City.

Enter a Senator.

Senator.

AN D late, five thoufand : to Varro and to IJidore

He owes nine thoufand, befides my former Sum

;

Which makes it five and twenty.— Still in motioa
Of raging wade ? It cannot hold, it will not.

If I want gold, ileal but a Beggar's dog,

And give it Timon , why, the dog coins gold.

If I would fell my horfe, and buy ten more
Better than he ; why, give my horfe to TimoA\

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me ftraight

Ten able horfe. No porter at his gate, (io)

But

ofour Author's in the Tempefc
^4nd ev'n -with fitch' like Valour Men hang and drown
Their proper felves.

(10) lAsk nothing, give it him> it foals me ftreight

An able horfe,'] The Stupidity of this Corruption will be very
cbvious, if we take the whole Context together. " If I want
" Gold, (fays the Senator) let me {real a Beggar's Dog, and
< 4 give it to Timon, the Dog coins me Gold. If I would fell

E 5 " mj
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But rather onethat fmiles, and Hill invites

All that pafsby it. It cannot hold ; no reafon

Can found his Hate in fafety. CaphJs, hoa !

Caphls, I fay.

Enter Caphis.

Cap, Here, Sir, what is your pleafure ?

Sen* Get on your cloak, and hafte you to lord Timon ;

Importune him for monies, benotceaft

With flight denial ; nor then filenc'd with
*' Commend me to your mafler— and the cap

Plays in the right hand, thus :
* but tell him, firrah,

My ufes cry to me, I mult ferve my turn

Out of mine own ; his days and times are pall,

And my reliance on his fracled dates

Has frnit my credit. J love and honour him ;

But mult not break my back, to heal his linger.

Immediate are my needs, and my relief

Mutt not be toft and turn'd to me in words,

But find Supply immediate. Get you gone.

Put on a moll importunate afpecl,

A vifage of demand : for I do fear,

When every feather Hicks in his own wing,

Lord Timon will be left a naked Gull,

Who flames now a Phoenix— Get you gone.

Cap. I go, Sir.

Sen. I go, Sir ?— Take the bonds along with you, ( r i

)

And

" my horfe, and had a Mind to buy ten better inftead of him 5

" why, I need but give my Korfe toTtmon, to gain this Point j

«' and it prefently fetches me an horfe." But is that gaining

the Point propos'd ? Senfe and Reafon warrant the Reading,

that I have reftor'd to the Text. The firft Folio reads, lefs cor-

inptly than the modern Imprefiions,

And able Horfes.

Which Reading, join'd to the Reafoning of the PafTage, gave

me the Hint for this Emendation,

'(il) take the Bonds along -with you,

xAnd have ihf Dates in. Come.] The Abfurdity of thisPaflfage

is fo glaring* that one cannot help wondering, None of om
Poet's
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And have the dates in Compt.
Cap. I will, Sir.

Sen. Go. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to TimonV Hall.

Enter Flavius, with many bills in his hand.

ffe.XTO care, no flop ? fo fenfelefs of expence,

JL^I That he will neither know how to maintain it,

Nor ceafe his flow of riot ? Takes no account

How things go from him, and refumes no care

Of what is to continue : never Mind
Was to be fo unwife, to be fo kind.

What mall be done ? he will not hear, 'till feel

:

I mud be round with him, now he comes from hunting,

Fie, fie, fie, fie.

Enter Caphis, Ifidore, and Varro.

Cap. Good evening, Varro ; what, you come for money ?

Far. Is't not your bufinefs too ?

Cap. It is and your's too, Ifidore?

Ifid. It is lb.

Cap. 'Would we were all difcharg'd !

Var. I fear it.

Qap. Here comes .the lord.

Enter Timon, and his train.

Tim. So foon as dinner's done, we'il forth again*-
~

My Alcibiadesy Well, what's your Will ?

[They prefent their bills*

Cap. My lord, here is a note of certain dues.

Poet's Editors fhould have been fagacious enough to (tumble

at it. Certainly, ever fince Bonds were given, the Date was put

in when the Bond was enter'd into : And thefe Bonds Timor*

had already given, and the Time limited for their Payment
was laps'd. The Senator's Charge to his Servant muft be to

the Tenour as i have amended the Textj viz. Take good
Notice of the Dates, for the better Computation of the In-

teieft due upon them.

Tim..
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Tim. Dues ? whence are you ?

Cap. Of Athens here, my lord.

Tim. Go to my Steward.

Cap. Pleafeit your lordfhip, he hath put me off

To the fuccefiion of new days, this month :

My mailer is awak'd by great occafion,

To call upon his own ; and humbly prays you,
That with your other noble parts you'll fuit,

In giving him his Right.

Tim. iMine honeft friend,

I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning.
Cap. Nay, good my lord

Tim. Contain thy felf, good friend.

Far. One Varrtfi fervant, my good lord

JJtd. From Ifidore, he prays your fpeedy payment—
Cap If you did know, my lord, my mailer's wants —
Var. Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, fix weeks, and

part.

I/id. Your Steward puts me off, my lord, and I

Am fent exprefsly to your lordfhip.

Tim. Give me breath :

I do befeech you, good my lords, keep on, [Ex. lords*

I'll wait upon you inllantly. Come hither :

How goes the world, that I am thus encountred

With clam'rous claims of debt, of broken bonds,

And the detention of long- fince- due debts, •

Againft my honour ?

Fla. Pleafe you, gentlemen,

The time is unagreeable to this bufinefs :

Your importunity ceafe, 'till after dinner ;

That I may make his lordihip underhand

Wherefore you are not paid.

Tim. Do lb, my friends ; fee them well entertain'd.

[Exit Timon.
Flaw. Pray, draw near. [Exit. Flavius.

Enter Apemantus, and Fool.

Cetp. Stay, flay, here comes the Fool with Apemantus,

let's have fome fpcrt with 'em.

Far* Hang him, he'll abufc us.

Ijid.
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Ifid. A plague upon him, dog!
Var. How doll, fool ?

Apem. Doft dialogue with thy fhadow ?

Var. I (peak not to thee.

Apem. No, 'tis to thy felf. Come away.

Ifid. There's the fool hangs on your back already.

Jpem. No, thou Itand'ft Angle, thou art not on him yet.

Cap. Where's the fool now ?

Apem. He laft ask'd the queftion. Poor rogues', arxi

ufurers' men ! bawds between gold and want

!

AIL What are we, Apemantus ?

Apem. AfTes.

AIL Why ?

Apem. That you ask me what you are, and do not know
your felves. Speak to 'em, fool.

Fool. How do you, Gentlemen ?

AIL Gramercies, good Fool : how does your miftrefs ?

Fool. She's e'en fetting on water to fcald fuch chickens

as you are. 'Would, we could fee you at Corinth.

Apem. Good ! gramercy !

Enter Page.

Fool. Look you, here comes my miftrefs's page.

Page. Why, how now, captain ? what do you in this

wife company ? how doll: thou, Apemantus P

Apem. 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I might
anfwer thee profitably.

Page. Pr'ythce, Apemantus, read me the Superfcripti-

on of thefe letters ; I know not which is which.
Apem. Can'il not read ?

Page. No.
Apem. There will little learning die then, that day

thou arthang'd. This is to lord Timon, this to Alcibi-

ades. Go, thou wait born a baiiard, and thou'u die a
bawd.

Page. Thou waft whelpt a dog, and thou fhalt famifh,

a dog's death. Anfwer not, I am gone. [Exit,
Apem. Ev'n fo thou out-run'it grace.

Fool, I will go with you to ]ord Timor's.

FqqL Will you leave me there 1

Apem.
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Apem. If Timon flay at home

Yea three fcrve three Uiurers ?

All. I would, they ferv'd us.

Apem. So would I — as good a trick as ever hangman
fenrM thief.

At£ Are you three tanas' men ?

All Av
?
k:I.

I:zl. I dunk, no ufurer but has a fool to his fer-

vant. My mktrefs is one, and I am her fool ; when
men come to borrow of your matters, they approach
iki'v, and go away merrily ; but they enter my mi-
ftreiVs heme merrily, and go away fadly. The rea-

fon of this ?

Far. I could render one.

Apem. Do it then, that we may account thee a whore-
mafter, and a knave * which nctwithilanding, thou fha.lt

be no Ml elieem'd.

Vnr. What is a w h ore-m after, fool r

An/. A fool in good deaths, and fomerhing like thee.

*Tis a fpirit ; sometimes it appears like a lord, fome-

times like a lawyer, femetimes like a philofopher, with
two ilones more than's arriricial one. He is very often

like a knight ; and general*)-, in all mapes that man
goes up and down in, from fourfcore to thirteen, this

Spirit walks in.

Far. Thou art not altogether a fool.

Fog/. Nor thou altogether a wife man ; as much
foolery as I have, lb rr.Lch wit thou lack'ir.

Apem. That anfwer might have become Apemantus.

All. Afide, ande, here comes lord Timon.

Enter Timcn c.?:d Flavius.

A* em. Ccmc with me, fool, come.
<

F::J. I ce no: r.k" i to:.?:; lever, elder brother, and

woman : icmetime, the yh : biopher.

Fla. Pray you, walk near, Til fpeak with you anon.

[Exeunt Creditor*, Apemantus and Fool.

Tim. You m^ke me marvel ; wherefore, ere this time,

Had you not fully laid my (late before me r

Tint I might fo have rated my expessee,

As
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As I had leave of means.

Fla. You would not hear me ;

At many leifures I propos'd.

Tim. Go to :

Perchance, fome Tingle vantages you took,

When my indifpofition put you back

:

And that unaptnefs made you minifter

Thus to excufe your felf.

Fla. O my good lord !

At many times I brought in my accounts,

Laid them before you ; you would throw them off,

And fay, you found them in mine honefty.

When, for fome trifling Prefent, you have bid me
Return fo much, I've lhook my head, and wept ;

Yea, 'gainft th* authority of manners, pray'd you
To hold your hand more clofe. I did endure

Not feldom, nor no flight, checks ; when I have
Prompted you in the ebb of your eftate,

And your great flow of debts. My dear-Iov'd Lord,
Though you hear now too late, yet now's a time ;

N

The greateft of your Having lacks a half

To pay your prefent debts.

Tim. Let all my land be fold.

Fla. 'Tis all engag'd, fome forfeited and gone :

And what remains will hardly flop the mouth
Of prefent dues ; the future comes apace :

What fliall defend the interim, and at length

How goes our reck'ning ?

Tim. To Lacedaemon did my land extend.

Fla. O my good lord, the world is but a world ;

Were it all yours, to give it in a breath,

How quickly were it gone !

Tim. You tell me true.

Fla. If you fufpecl my husbandry, or fallhood,

Call me before th' exa&eir. Auditors,

And fet me on the proof. So the Gods blefs me,
When all our Offices have been oppreft

With riotous feeders ; when our vaults have wept
With drunken fpilth of wine ; when every room
Hath blaz'd with lights, and bray'd with minftrelJle
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I have retired me to a wafteful cock,

^

And fet mine eyes at flow.

Tim, Pr'ythee, no more,

Fla. Heav'ns ! have I faid, the bounty of this lord !

How many prodigal bits have flaves and peafan ts

This night englutted ! who now is not Timon\ >

What heart, head, fword, force, means, but is lord

Ti772971 S ?

Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timo7i's ?

Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praife,

The breath is gone whereof this praife is made :

Feaft won, faft-lolt, : one cloud of winter lhowres,

Thefe flies are coucht.

Tim. Come, fermcn me no further.

No villainous bounty yet hath pall my heart ^

Unwifely, not ignobly, have I given.

Why doit thou weep ? canit. thou the conscience lack,

To think I mall lack friends ? fecure thy heart

;

If I would broach the velTels of my love,

And try the arguments of hearts by borrowing,

Men and men's fortunes could I frankly ufe,

As I can bid thee fpeak.

Fla. AiTurance blefs your thoughts

!

Ti?n. And in fome fort thefe wants ofmine are crown'd,

That I account them blefiing? ; for by thefe

Shall I try friends. You fhall perceive how you
Miftake my fortunes: in my friends I'm wealthy.

Within there, Ho ! Fla77iinius> Ser^vilius !

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other fer-vants.

Serv. My lord, my lord.

Tim. I will difpatch you fev'ra'ly.

You to lord Lucius— to lord Lucullus you, I hunted with

his Honour to day — you to Sempronius— commend me
to their loves ; and I am proud, fay, that my occaiions

have found time to ufe 'em toward a fupply of mony ;

let the requeit be nky talents.

fjfam. As ycu have faid, my lord.

Flu. Lord Lucius and Lucu-lus? hum —

-

lim. Go, you, Sir, to ihe Senators ; [7$ Flavius.

Of
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Of whom, even to the State's beft: health, I have

Deferv'd this hearing ; bid 'em fend o'th' inflant

A thoufand talents to me.
Fla. I've been bold,

(For that I knew it the moll gen'ral way)
To them to ufe your fignet and your name;
But they do make their heads, and I am here

No richer in Return.

Tim. Is't true ? can't be ?

Fla. They anfwer in a joint and corporate voice,

That now they are at Fall, want Treafure, cannot

Do what they would ; are forry—You are honourable-—

But yet they could have wifht— they know not—
Something hath been amifs— a noble nature

May catch a wrench—would all were well
—

'tis pity—
And fo intending other ferious matters,

After diftafteful locks, and thefe hard fractions,

With certain half- cap?, and cold-moving nods, (12)

They froze me into filence.

Tim. You Gods reward them !

I pr'ythee. man. look chrtrly. Tnefe old fellow*

Have their Ingratitude in them hereditary :

Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it feldom flows,

'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ;

And nature, as it grows again tovv'rd earth,

Is fafhion'd for the journey, dull and heavy.

Go to Ventidins pr'ythee, be not fad,

Thou'rt true 9 and juft ; ingenuoufly I fpeak,

No Blame belongs to thee : Ve?itidius lately

Bury'd his father, by whofe death he's Hepp'd
Into a great eilate ; when he was poor,

Imprifon'd, and in fcarcity of friends,

I clear'd him with five talents. Greet him from me

;

(12) Cold moving Nods,] All the Editions exhibit thefe as

two diftin& Adje&ives, to the Prejudice of the Author's Mean-
ing : but they muft be join'd by an Hyphen, and make a Com-
pound Adjective out of a Subilantive and a Participle, and
then we have the true Senfe of the Place 5 Cold-moving, Cold"

prowkjng 5 Nods fo difcouraging, that they chill'd the very

Ardour of our petition, and /ir«M us mu filcnct*
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Bid him fuppofe, fome good neceftity

Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd
With thofe five talents. That had, give't thefe fellows
To whom 'tis inftant due. Ne'er fpeak, or think,
That Timers fortunes 'mong his friends can fink.

Stevj. 'Would, I could not : that thought is boun-
ty's foe ;

Being free it felf, it thinks all others fo. [Exeunt.

ACT III.

SCENE, Lucullus
9
j Houfe in Athens.

Flaminius waiting, Enter a fervant to him.

Servant.

T Have told my lord of you 1 he is corning down to

1 you.

Ilam. I thank you, Sir.

Enter Lucullus.

Ser. Here's my lord.

Lucul. One of lord Timon's men ; a gift, I warrant—
Why, this hits right : I dreamt of a filver bafon and
evvre to night. Flaminius, honeft Flaminius, you are

very refpectively welcome, Sir ; fill me fome wine.

And how does that honourable, compleat, free-hearted

Gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and
in after ?

Flam. His health is well, Sir.

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is well, Sir ;

and what haft thou there under thy cloak, pretty Fla-

minius ?

Flam. Faith, nothing but an empty box, Sir, which,

in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your Honour to

fupply ; who, having great and inftant occafion to ufe

fifty
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fifty talents, hath fent to your lordlhip to furnifh him>
nothing doubting your prefent afliilance therein.

Lucul. La, la, la, la, — Nothing doubting, fays he ?

alas, good lord, a noble gentleman 'tis, if he would not
keep fo good a houfe. Many a time and often I ha' din'd

with him, and told him on't ; and come again to fupper

to him, on purpofe to have him fpend lefs. And yet he
would embrace no counfel, take no warning by my Com-

u ing ; every man hath his fault, and honefty is his. I

ha' told him on't, but I could never get him from't.

Enter a fervant, with wine,

Ser. Pleafe your lordfhip, here is the wine.

Lucul. Flaminius, I have noted thee always wife.

Here's to thee.

Flam. Your lordlhip fpeaks your pleafure.

Lucul. I have obferv'd thee always for a towardly

prompt fpirit, give thee thy due : and one that knows
what belongs to reafon ; and can ft ufe the time well, if

the time ufe thee well. Good parts in th:c Get you
gone, £rrah, \_To the fewant, who goes out."\ —~Dfa"w
nearer, honeit Flaminius ; thy lord's a bountiful gentle-

" man, but thou art wife, and thou knoweft well enough
(altho' thou Cornell to me) that this is no time to lend

mony, efpecially upon bare friendfhip without fecurity.

Here's three Solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me,
and fay, thou favv'ft me not. Fare thee well.

Flam. Is't pofiible the world mould fo much differ,

And we alive that liv'd ? fly, damned bafenefs,

To him that worfliips thee. [Throwing the mony away.
Lucul. Ha ! now I fee thou art a fool, and fit for thy

matter. [Exit Lucullus.

Flam . May thefe add to the number that may fcald

thee

:

Let molten coin be thy damnation,

Thou difeafe of a friend, and not himfelf

!

Has friendfhip fuch a faint and milky heart,

It turns in lefs than two nights ? O you gods f

I feel my mailers paffion. This flave

Unto this hour has my lord's meat in him :
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Why mould it thrive, and turn to nutriment,
When he is turn'd to poilon ?

may difeafes only work upon't

:

And when he's fick to death, let not that part
Of nature, my lord paid for, be of power
To expel ficknefs, but prolong his hour !

S C E N E, a publick Street.

Enter Lucius, nvitb three Jirangers.

TT7HO, the lord Timon ? he is my very good

VV friend, and an honourable gentleman.

1 Stran. We know him for no lefs, tho' we are but
Grangers to him. But I can tell you one thing, my lord,

and which I hear from common rumours, now lord 97'-

mon's happy hours are done and pall, and his eftate

{brinks from him.
Luc. Fye, no, do not believe it : he cannot want for

xnony.

2 Stran. But believe ycu thi#, my lord* that not long
ago one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, to bor-

row fifty talents, nay, urg'd extremely for't, and Ihewed
what neceffity belong'd to't, and yet was dcny'd.

Luc. How ?

2 Stran. I tell you, deny'd, my lord.

Luc. What a ftrange cafe was that ? now, before the

Gods, I am alham'd on't. Deny'd that honourable man ?

there was very little honour fhew'd in that. For my own
part, I mull needs confefs, I have received fome fmall

kindneffes from him, as mony, plate, jewels, and fuch

like trifles, nothing comparing to his; yet had he mif-

took him, and fent him to me, I mould ne'er have de-

ny'd his occafion fo many talents.

Enter Servilius.

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder's my lord, I have

fweat to fee his Honour.— My honour'd lord -

[To Lucius.

Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, Sir. Fare thee

well
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we'l, commend me to thy honourable virtuous lord, my
very exquifite friend.

Ser. May it pleafe your Honour, my lord hath fent—
Luc. Ha ! What hath he fent? I am fo much endear'd

to that lord ; he\< ever fending : how (hall I thank him,
think'it thou ? and what has he fent now ?

Ser. H'as only fent his prefent occafion now, my lord ;

requeiling your lordihip to fupply his inftant ufe, with
fifty talents.

Luc. I know, his lordfhip is but merry with me ;

He cannot want fifty five hundred talents.

Ser. But in the mean time he wants lefs, my Lord.

If his occafion were not virtuous,

I mould not urge it half fo faithfully.

Luc. Doll thou fpeak ferioufly, Servilius f
Ser. Upon my foul, 'tis true, Sir.

Luc. What a wicked beafl was J, to disfurnifh my
felf again!! fuch a good time, when I might ha' fhewn
my felf honourable ? how unluckily it hap'ned, that I

Ihould purchafe the day before for a little (r2) dirt,

and undo a great deal of honour? Servilius , now be-

fore the gods, I am not able to do— {the more beaft,

I fay) I was fending to ufe lord Timon my felf,

thefe gentlemen can witnefs ; but I would not, for the

wealth of Athens, I had don't now. Commend me
bountifully to his good lordfhip, and, I hope, his Ho-
nour will conceive the faireil of me, becaufe I have no
power to be kind . And tell him this from me, I count

(12) That 1 fh$uld purchafe the day before for a little part,

and undo a great deal of Honour?] Tho* there is a feeming

plaufiblc iAntithcjis> in the Terms, I am very well alTurd, they

are corrupt at the bottom. For a little Part of What ? Ho-
nour is the only Subftantive that follows in the Sentence

5

but Men don't purchafe for Honour, tho' fometimes they may
turn Purchafers out of Orientation. How much is the ^inti-

thejis improv'd by the Senfe which my Emendation gives?
M That I fhould be fo unlucky to make this Purchafe, for the
" Lucre of a little Dirt, and undo a great deal of Honour "

This Manner of exprefling contempt ucully of Land, is very

frequent wick the Poets,

it
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it one of my greateft afflictions, that I cannot pleafure

fuch an honourable gentleman. Good Servi/ius, will

you befriend me fo far, as to ufe my own words to

him ?

Ser. Yes, Sir, I mall. [Exit Servilius.

Luc. I'll look ye out a good turn, Servilius

True, as you faid, Timon is fhrunk, indeed ;

And he, that's once deny'd, will hardly fpeed. [Exit.

i Stran. Do you obferve this, Hofiilius?

z Stran. Ay, too well.

I Stran, Why, this is the world's foul

;

Of the fame piece is every flatterer's fpirit : (13)

Who can call him his friend,

That dips in the fame dim ? for, in my knowing,
Timon has been to this lord as a father,

And kept his credit with his bounteous purfe :

Supported his eftate ; nay, Timon\ mony
Has paid his men their wages. Ke ne'er drinks,

But Timon's Silver treads upon his lip ;

And yet, oh, fee the monitroufnefs of man,
When he looks out in an ungrateful fhape I

He does deny him (in refpecl of his)

What charitable men afford to beggars.

3 Stran. Religion groans at it.

1 Stran. For mine own part,

I never tailed Titnon in my life

;

Nor any of his bounties came o'er me,
To mark me for his friend . Yet, I proteft,

For his right noble mind, illuftrious virtue,

And honourable carriage,

Had his neceliity made ufe of me,

I would have put my wealth into donation,

And the beffc half mould have return'd to him,

So much I love his heart ; but, I perceive,

Men mull learn now with pity to difpence,

For policy fits above ccnfcience. [Exeunt.

(13) Is every Flatterer's Sport.] This fenfekfs Corruption

has run through all the Editions 3 and, as I fuppofe, without

Sufpicioii.

Enter
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Enter a third Servant with Sempronius.

Sem. Muft he needs trouble me in't ? 'bove all others ?—
He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus,

And now Ventidius is wealthy too,

Whom he redeem'd from priibn : All thefe three

Owe their eftates unto him.

Ser. Oh, my lord,

They've all been touch'd, and all are found bafe metal

;

For they have all deny'd him.

Sem. How ? deny'd him ?

Ventidius and Lucullus both deny'd him ?

And does he fend to me ? three ! hum—

—

It lhews but little love or judgment in him.

Muft I be his laft refuge ? his friends, like phyficians, (14)
Thriv'd, give him over ? muft I take the cure

On me ? h'as much difgrac'd me in't ; I'm angry.

He might have known my Place ; I fee no fenfe for't,

But his occafions might have wooed me firft. :

For, in my confcience, I was the firft man
That e'er received gift from him.

And does he think fo backwardly of me,
That I'll requite it laft ? no :

So it may prove an argument of laughter

To th' reft, and 'mongft lords I be thought a fool

:

I'd rather than the worth of thrice the fum,

H'ad fent to me firft, but for my mind's fake

:

I'd fuch a courage to have done him good.

But now return,

And with their faint Reply this Anfwer join

;

Who bates mine honour, (hall not know my coin. [Exit.

(14.) ' his Friends, like Phyficians

Thriv'd, give him over ? ] I have reftor'd this old Reading,
only amended the Pointing which was faulty. Mr. Pope, fuf-

pefting the Phrafe, has Subftitmed Three in the room of
thrived, and fo difcrm'd the Poet's Satire. Phyficians thriv'd

is no more than Phyficians grown rich : Only the Adje&ive
Pafiive of this Verb, indeed, is not fo common in Ufej and
yet it is a familiar Exprefllon, to this day, to fay, Such a
One is wtll thriven on his Trade*

Ser.
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Ser. Excellent! your lord(hip\s a goodly villain. The

devil knew not what he did, when he made man poli-

tick ; he crois'd-himfelf by't ; and I cannot think, but

in the end the villanies of man will fet him clear. How
fairly this lord drives to appear foul ? takes virtuous co-

pies to be wicked : like thofe that under hot, ardent,

zeal would fet whole Realms on lire. Of fuch a nature

is his politick love

This was my lord's belt hope ; now all are fled,

Save the Gods only. Now his friends are dead

;

Doors, that were ne'er acquainted with their wards

Many a bounteous year, mull be employ'd

Now to guard fure their mailer.

And this is all a liberal courfe allows ;

Who cannot keep his wealth, mult keep his houfe.

{Exit.

SCENE changes to Timon's Hall.

Enter Varro, Titus, Hortenfius, Lucius, and other fer-

ments of Timon' s creditors, ixho wait for his com-

ing out.

Var. \AZ ELL met, good morrow, Titus and ffcr-

¥ * tenjius.

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro.

Hor. Lucius, why do we meet together ?

Luc. I think, one bufinefs does command us all.

For mine is mony.
Tit. So is theirs, and ours.

Enter Philo.

Luc. And Sir Philo" s too.

Phi. Good day, at once.

Luc. Welcome, good brother. What d'you think
the hour ?

Phi. Labouring for nine.

Luc. So much ?

Phi. Is not my lord feen yet ?

Luc. Not yet.

Phi.
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Phi. I wonder : he was wont to mine at (even.

Luc. Ay, but the days are waxed morter with him :

You mull confider that a Prodigal's Courfe
Is like the fun's, but not like his recoverable, I fear :

*Tis deepeft winter in lord Timon's purfe

;

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet

Find little.

Phi. I am of your fear for that.

Tit. I'll fhew you how t
1
obferve a ftrange event

:

Your lord fends now for mony.
Hor. True, he does.

tit. And he wears jewels now of Timotfs gift,

For which I wait for mony.
Hor. Againft my heart.

Luc. How ftrange it mow?,
Timon in this mould pay more than he owes

!

And e'en as if your lord mould wear rich jewels,

And fend for mony for 'em.

Hor. I'm weary of this charge, the Gods can wi tnefs

:

I know, my lord hath fpent of Titnon'% wealth ;

Ingratitude now makes it worfe than ftealth.

Var. Yes, mine's three thoufand crowns : what's
yours ?

Luc. Five thoufand.

Var. 'Tis too much deep, and it fhould feem by th'fum,
Your mailer's confidence was above mine ;

Elfe, furely, his had equall'd.

Enter Flaminius.

Tit. One of lord Timon\ men.

Luc. Flaminius ! Sir, a word : pray, is my lord

Ready to come forth ?

Flam. No, indeed, he is not.

Tit. We attend his lord (hip ; pray, fignifle fo much.
Flam. I need not tell him that, lie knows you are

too diligent.

Enter Flavius in a cloak, muffled.

Luc. Ha! is not that his Steward mufhed fo ?

He goes away in a cloud : call him, call him.

Vol. VI. G Tit.
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27/ . Do you hear, Sir—
Var. By your leave, Sir.

Fla. What do you aik of me, my friend ?

Yif, We wait for certain mcny here, Sir.

Fla. If mony were as certain as your waiting,

'Twere Aire enough.
Why then preferr'd you not your Aims and bills,

When your falfe mailers eat of my lord's meat ?

Then they would frniie and fawn upon his debts,

And take down th' intereft in their glutinous maws ;

You do your felves but wrong to ftir me up,

Let me pais \ ~~~—
Believe':, my lord and I have made an end ;

I have no more to reckon, he to fpend.

Luc Ay, but this anfwer will not lerve.

Fla. If 'twill not ferve, 'tis not fo bafe as you ;

For you ferve knaves. [Exit.
Var. How ! what does his cafhier'd worlhip mutter ?

$fe No matter, what— he's poor, and that's revenge

enough. Who can fpeak broader than he that has no
home to put his head in r Such may rail againft great

Euijdings.

Enter Serviiius.

T;r. Oh , here's Serviiius ; now we flail have feme
aniwer.

Ser. If I might befeech you, gentlemen, to repair

feme ether hour, I mould derive much from it. For
take it of my foul,

My lord leans wondrcuily to difcontent :

Kis comfortable temper has forfook him,

He is much out of health, ar.d keeps his chamber.

Luc. Many do keep their chambers, are not fck :

And if he be (q far beyond his health.

TVIethinks, he mould the fooner pay his debts,

And make a clear way to the Gods.

Ser. Good Gou: !

fit. We cannot take this for an anfwer.

Flam, [ycitbin.] Serviiius
s
help— my lord ! my lord.

Enter
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Enter Timon, in a rage,

Tim. What, are my doors oppos'd againft my paflage I

Have I been ever free, and muit my houfe

Be my retentive enemy, my goal ?

The place, which I have feafted, does it now>
Like all mankind, mew me an iron-heart ?

Luc. Put in now, Titus.

Tit. My lord, here's my bill.

Luc. Here's mine.

Far. And mine, my lord.

Cap. And ours, my lord.

Phi. And our bills.

Tim. Knock me down with "em cleave me to

the girdle.

Luc. Alas! my lord.

Tim. Cut out my heart in fums.

Tit. Mine, fifty talents.

Tim. Tell out my blood.

Luc. Five thoufand crowns, my lord.

Tim. Five thoufand drops pay that.

What yours and yours?

Far. My lord

Cap. My lord

Tim. Here tear me, take me, and the Gods fall on
you. [Exit.

Hor. Faith, I perceive, our Matters may throw their

caps at their mony ; thefe debts may be well call'd def-

perate ones, for a mad man owes 'em. [Exeunt.

Re-enter Timon and Flavius.

Tim. They have e'en put my breath from me, the

flaves. Creditors! devils.

Ela. My dear lord,

Tim. What if it mould be fo ? «

Fla. My dear lord,

Ti?n. I'll have it fo < My fteward !

Fla. Here, my lord.

*fim. So fitly ! Go, bid all my friends agiin,

Lucius , LuculliiSi and Sempronius. All,

G z I'll
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I'll cnce mere feaft the rafcals.

57.:. O my lord!

You only ipeak from your dulraaed foal;

There's not lo much left as to rurnifh oat

A r.:<ie:::c ubie.

r;*T. Be :: r.c: thy cire :

Go. and invite them ail, let in the tide

Of knaves cnce mere : my Cook and 1*11 proride.

[Exrur.t.

SCENE changes i: in: 5er.a:e-ho_:e.

S:~s::r: , and Alcibhces.

i Sen. 7\ M V lord, you have my voice to't, the fault's

1V1
'Tis neceirary he rhcald d;e :

Nothing emboldens fin lb much as merer.

l Ses. Moil true ; the law mall bruiie 'em.

-~hn Kealih. Honcar, ana C era -allien :: :he relate!

i 5; v. New. Car rain.

<4Kr. I am an humble fuitor to your Virtues:

Fc: Piry is :he v;r:ae cf :he law.

And ncr.e ba: Tyrant afe :: cruelly.

Itpleaies ::rr.e ana fornare :c lie heavy

Urea a frier. £ efmir.e, who in h:: blood

rio:n 7er: ir.:o :he law, which if rah death

To :hofe that without heed do plunge into't.

Ke is a rr.or. ^e::irg his foal: afiae,

Of viroacas h:n:_r, which bays oar his faul:

;

Nor did he foil the iaft with cowardife,

Bat with a noble fury, and fair fpirit,

berirg his rer;-:o:i:n icacn'i :a eeaih,

He a^a orr::e his roe:

And wi:h :a:h fiber ana annorea pinion

He aid behave his anger ere 'twas then:.

As if he had but prov'd an argument.

I Sen. Yea undergo ::: nr. a: a Paradox,

Striving to make an ugly Deed look fair :

Your vTcrdihirs :a*k i7ch a-ia;, a: if ;hey LabaarM
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To bring Man-(laughter into form, fet quarrelling

Upon the head of valour ; which, indeed,

Is valour mis-begot, and came into the world

When feels and factions were but newly born.

He's truly valiant, that can wifely fufYer

The worft that man can breathe, and make his wrong*
His out-fides; wear them like his rayment, carelefly ;

And ne'er prefer his Injuries to his heart,

To bring it into danger.

If wrongs be evils* and inforce us kill,

What folly 'tis to hazard life for ill ?

Ale. My lord,

1 Sen. You cannot make grofs fins look clear;

It is not valour to revenge, but bear.

Ale. My lords, then, under favour, pardon me,
If I fpeak like a Captain.

Why do fond men expofe themfelves to battle,

And not endure all threatnings, lleep upon't,

And let the foes quietly cut their throats,

Without repugnancy ? but if there be

Such valour in the bearing, what make \v6

Abroad ? why then, fure, women are more valiant,

That Hay at home, if bearing carry it

;

The afs, more than the lion ; and the fellow,

Loaden with irons, wifer than the judge ;

If wifdom be in fufPring. Oh, my lords,

As you are great, be pitifully good :

Who cannot condemn Rafhnefs in cold blood t

To kill, I grant, is fin's extreameft guft,

But, in defence,- by mercy, 'tis moft juft.

To be in anger is impiety :

But who is man, that is not angry?
Weigh but the crime with this.

2 Sen. You breathe in vain.

Ale. In vain? his Service done
At Lacedamon, and Byzantium,

Were a fufficient briber for his life.

1 Sen. What's that ?

Ale. I fay, my lords, h'as done fair fervice,

And flain in battle many of your enemies

;

G 3 How
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How full of valour did he bear hirn-felf

In the laft conflict, and made plenteous wounds ?

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em,
He's a fwcrn rioter ; he has a £n
That often drowns him, and takes valour prifoner.

Were there no foes, That were enough alone

To overcome him. In that beailly fury

He has been known to commit outrages,

And cherifh factions. 'Tis inferr'd to us,

His days are foul, and his Drink dangerous.

I Sen. He dies.

Ale. Hard fate ! he might have died in war.
My lords, if not for any parts in him,

(Though his right arm might purchafe his own time,

And be in debt to none ;) yet more to move you,

lake my Deferts to his, and join 'em both.

And for I know, your reverend ages love

Security, I'll pawn my victories,

My Honours to you, on his good returns.

If by this crime he owes the law his life,

Why, let the war receive't in valiant gore

;

For law is ftridt, and war is nothing more.

1 Sen. We are for law, he dies, urge it no more,

On height of our difpleafure : friend, or brother,

He forfeits his own blocd, that fpills another.

Ale. Mufl it be fo ? it mull not be :

My lords, I do befeech you, know me.

2 Sen. How ?

Ah. Call me to your remembrances.

3 Sen. What!
Ale. I cannot think, but your age hath forgot me

i

It could not elfe be, I mould prove fo bafe,

To fue, and be deny'd fuch common grace.

My wounds ake at you.

l Sen. Do you dare our anger ?

'Tis in few words, but fpacious in effect

;

We banifli thee for ever.

Ale Banifh me!
Banifli your Dotage, banifh Ufury,

That make the Senate ugly.

i Sen.
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i Sen. If, after two day's mine, Athens contains thee,

Attend our weightier judgment.

And, (not to fwell our fpirit,)

He (hall be executed prefently. [Exeunt*
Ale. Gods keep you old enough, that you may live

Only in bone, that none may look on you

!

I'm worfe than mad : I have kept back their foes,

While they have told their mony, and let out

Their coin upon large intereft ; I my felf,

Rich only in large hurts. All thofe, for this ?

Is this the balfam that the ufuring fenate

Pours into Captains' wounds? ha! Baaifhment ?

It comes not ill : I hate not to be banifht,

It is a caufe worthy my ipleen and fury,

That I may ftrike at Athens. I'll cheer up
My difcon tented troops, and lay for hearts.

*Tis honour with moft lands to be at odds

;

Soldiers as little mould brook wrongs, as Gods. [Exit*

SCENE changes to Timon'; Houfe.

Enter divers Senators, at feweral doors.

i Sen. ' ^ H E good time of the day to you, Sir.

2 Sen. I alfo wifli it to you: I think,

this honourable lord did but try us this other day.

1 Sen. Upor that were my thoughts tiring, when we
encountred. I hape, it is not fo low with him, as he
made it feem in the ryal ofhis feVetal friends.

2 Sen. It mould not be, by the perfwafion of his new
feafting.

1 Sen. I mould think fo : he hath fent me an earner!:

inviting, which many my near occafions did urge me to

put off: but he hath conjur'd me beyond them, and I

muft needs appear.

2 Sen. In like manner was I in debt to my importu-

nate bufmefs ; but he would not hear my excufe. I am
forry, when he fent to borrow of me, that my proviuon

was out..

i Sen*



152 Tim on of Athens.
1 Sen. I am fick of that grief too, as I underftand

how all things go.

2 Sen. Every man here's fo. What would he have
borrow'd of you ?

1 Sen. A thoufand pieces.

2 Sen. A thoufand pieces J

i Sen. What cf ycu?

3 Sen. He lent to me, Sir * - here he comes.

Enter Timon and attendants.

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both and
how frre ycu ?

1 Sen. Ever at the beft, hearing well of your lordfhip.

2 Sen. The Swallow follows not iummer more wil-

lingly, than we your lordfhip.

Tim. Nor more willingly leaves winter : fuch fummer-
birds are men Gentlemen, our dinner will not re-

compenie this long fray : feaft your ears with the mti-

fick a while ; if they will fare fo harfhly as on the trump-

et's found : we mail to't preiently.

1 Sen. I hope, it remains not unkindly with your
lordfhip, that I return'd you an empty meffenger.

Tim. O Sir, let it not trouble you.

2 Sen. My noble lord.

Tim. Ah, my good friend, what cheer?

[The banquet brought in.

2 Sen. Moll honourable lord, I'm e'en fick of fhame,

that when your lordfhip t'other day fent to me, I was

fo unfortunate a beggar.

Tim. Think not on't, Sir.

2 Sen. If you had fent but two hours before » —
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance.

Come, bring in all together.

2 Sen. All cover'd dimes

!

i Sen. Royal cheer, I warrant ycu.

3 Sen. Doubt not that, if mony and the feafon can

yield it.

i Sen. How do you ? what's the news ?

3 Sen. Alcibiades is banifh'd : hear you of it ?

Both. Alcibiades banifh'd I

3 Sen.
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3 Sen. 'Tis fo, be fure of it.

1 Sen. How? how?
2 Sen. I pray you, upon what ?

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near?

$ Sen. I'll tell ye more anon. Here's a noble fcaft

toward.

2 This is the old man dill.

2,
Sen. Will'thold? will' t hold?

2 Sen. It does, but time will, and fo

3 Sen. I do conceive.

'Tim. Each man to his ftool, with that fpur as he
would to the lip of his Miftrefs : your diet mail be in all

places alike. Make not a city-feaft of it, to let the meat
cool ere we can agree upon the firft place. Sit, fit.

The Gods require our thanks.

You great Benefaclors, fprinkle our fociety with thank-

fulnefs. Far your own gifts make your felves praised;

but referee fill to give, left your Deities be defpifed.

Lend to each man enough, that one need not lend to ano-
ther. For were your Godheads to borrow of men, men
would forfake the Gods. Make the meat beloved, more
than the man that gives it. Let no affembly of twenty
be without a fcore of villains. If there ft twelve wo-
men at the table, let a dozen of them be as they are—

-

The ref of your fees, O Gods, the fenators of Athens,
together with the common lag of people, vjhat is amijh
in- them, you Gods, make fuitable for dejiruclion. For
thefe my friends as they are to me nothing, fo in

nothing blefs the?n, and to nothing are they welcome.
Uncover, dogs, and lap.

Some fpeak. What does his lordfhip mean ?

Some other. I know not.

Tim. May you a better feaft never behold,

You knot of mouth-friends : fmoke, and lukewarm wate?
Is your perfection. This is Timo?i's laft ;

Who ftuck and fpangled you with flatteries,

Wafhes it off, and fprinkles in your faces

Your reaking villany. Live loath'd, and long,

Moll fmiling, fmooth, detefled Parafites,

Courteous deilroyers, affable wolves, meek bears,

G 5 You
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You fools of fortune, trencher- friends, time- flies,

Cap-and-knee flaves, vapors, and minute-jacks ; (15)
Of man and beafl the infinite malady
Cruft you quite o'er ! What, doit thou go ?

Soft, take thy phyfick lirft thou too— and thou—
[Throwing the dijhes at them, and drives ''em out*

Stay, I will lend thee mony, borrow none.

What ! all in motion ? henceforth be no feaft,

Whereat a villain's not a welcome gueft.

Burn Houfe, fink Athens, henceforth hated be

Of Timon, man, and all humanity ! [Exit,

Re-entar the Senators.

1 Sen. How now, my lords ?

2 Sen. Know you the quality of lord Timon 's fury !

3 Sen. Pma ! did you fee my cap ?

4 Sen. I've loft my gown.
1 Sen. He's but a mad lord, and nought but humour

fways him. He gave me a jewel th' other day, and

now he has beat it out of my cap. Did you fee my
jewel ?

2 Sen. Did you fee my cap ?

3 6V«. Here 'tis.

4 Sen. Here lies my gown.
1 Sen. Let's make no flay.

2 Sen. Lord Timon's mad.

3 Sen. I feel't upon my bones.

4 Sen. One day he gives us diamonds, next day ftones-

[Exeunt*

(1 5) and minute Jacks

Of Man and Btaft, the infinite Malady

Crtifi you <juite o'er .'] In what Senfe could the Senators

be call'd minute Jacks of Man and Beajl ? The Poet juft before

calls them Vapours-, and certainly means to enforce that Image,

by faying, they were Jacks not of a Minute's Truft, or De-
pendance. Then what could the infinite Malady fignify, with-

out fomething fubjoin'd to give us a clearer Idea of it? As I

point the Paflage, it plainly means, May the whole Catalogue,

the infinite Number of Diftempers, that have ever invaded ci-

pher Maa ox Bead, all be joined to plague you. -

ACT
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ACT IV.

SCENE, Without the walls of Athens*

Enter Timo n .

LE T me look back upon thee, O thou Wall,

That girdleft in thofe wolves ! dive in the earth,.

And fence not Athens ! Matrons, turn incontinent %

Obedience fail in children ; flaves and fools

Pluck the grave wrinkled Senate from the bench,

And minifter in their Heads : To general filths

Convert oW inftant, green Virginity \

Do't in your parents' eyes. Bankrupts, hold fall;

Rather than render back, out with your knives, (i6J

And cut your trufters' throats. Bound fervants, (teal;;

Large-handed robbers your grave mailers are,

And pill by law. Maid, to thy mailer's bed ;

Thy miftrefs is o'th' brothel. Son of fixteen,

Pluck the lin'd crutch from thy old limping fire*

And with it beat his brains out ! Fear and Piety,

Religion to the Gods, peace, juftice, truth,

Domeftick awe, night-reft, and neighbourhood,

Jnftru&ion, manners, myfteries and trades,

Degrees, obfervances, cuftoms and laws,

Decline to your confounding contraries

!

And yet Confufion live ! Plagues, incident to men>.

Your potent and infeclious fevers heap

On Athens, ripe for ftroke ! Thou cold Sciatica,

Cripple our fenators, that their limbs may halt

(16) Bankrupts, hold faft,
father than render bac^ out with your Knives,

yAnd cut your Trufters' ihroats,'] Thus has this PalTage hi-

therto been moft abfurdly pointed $ even by the poetical Editors,,

Mr. Roue, and Mr. Pope. I had reformed the Pointing; bur
am, however, to make my Acknowledgements to fome anony-
mom Gentleman, who by Letter advifed me

fc

to point it as 1 have-

done in the Text, As
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As lamely as their manners. Luft and liberty

Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth,

That 'gainft the ftream of virtue they may flrive,

And drown themfelves in riot ! Itches, Blains,

Sow all the Athenian bofoms, and their Crop
Be general Leprofie : breath infect breath,

That their fociety (as their friendfhip) may
Be meerly poifon. Nothing Til bear from thee,

But naked nefs, thou deteftable town !

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns

:

Timon will to the Woods, where he mall find

Th' unkindeft beaft much kinder than mankind.

The Gods confound (hear me, ye good Gods all)

Th' Athenians both within and out that wall

;

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow,

To the whole Race of Mankind, high and low \ [Exit.

SCENE changes to Tim on'/ Houfe.

Enter Flavius, with two or three fervants.

1 Ser. T TEAR you, good matter fteward, where' s our

JTJl mailer ?

Are we undone, call off, nothing remaining ?

Flav. Alack, my fellows, what mould I fay to you ?

Let me be recorded by the righteous Gods,

I am as poor as you.

1 Ser. Sucu a Houfe broke!

So noble a mailer fall'n! all gone! and not

One friend to take his fortune by the arm,

And go along with him ?

2 Ser. As we do turn cur backs

From our companion, thrown into his grave,

So his familiars to his buried fortunes

Slink all away ; leave their falfe vows with him,

Like empty purfe r pick'd : and his poor felf,

A dedicated beggar to the air,

With his difeafe ofall-munn'd poverty,

Walks, like Contempt, alone. -More of our fellows.

Enter
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Enter other fervants.

Fla. All broken implements of a ruin'd houfe !

3 Ser. Yet do our hearts wear Timon*$ livery,

That fee I by our faces ; we are fellows ftill,

Serving alike in forrow. Leak'd is our bark,

And we poor mates, ftand on the dying deck,

Hearing the furges threat : we muft all part

Into the fea of air.

F/a. Good fellows all,

The lateft of my wealth I'll fhare amongft you.
Where-ever we mall meet, for Timon^s fake,

Let's yet be fellows : make our heads, and fay,

(As 'twere a knell unto our mailer's fortunes)

We have feen better days. Let each take fome;
Nay put out all your hands; not one word more,
Thus part we rich in forrow, parting poor.

\He gives them mony ; they embrace , and part federal
ways.

Oh, the firft wretchednefs that glory brings us!

Who would not wilh to be from wealth exempt,
Since riches point to mifery and contempt ?

Who'd be fo mock'd with glory, as to live

But in a dream of friendfhip ?

To have his Pomp, and all what State compounds,
But only painted, like his varnim'd friends

!

Poor honeft lord ! brought low by his own heart,

Undone by gcodnefs : ftrange unufual blood,

When man's worft fin is, he does too much good.

Who then dares to be half fo kind again ?

For bounty, that makes Gods, does ftill mar men.
My deareft lord, bleft to be moft accurs'd,

Rich only to be wretched ; thy great fortunes

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord f

He's flung in rage from this ungrateful Seat

Of monftrous friends : nor has he with him to

Supply his life, or that which can command it

:

I'll follow and enquire him out.

I'll ever ferve his mind with my beft will

;

Whilft I have gold, 111 be his Steward ftill. [Exit.

SCENE
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SCENE, the WOODS.
Enter Timon.

lint. /~\ BlefTed, breeding Sun, draw from the earth.

Rotten humidity : below thy filler's orb
Infect the air. TwinnM brothers of one womb,
Whofe procreation, refidence, and birth

Scarce is dividant, touch with feveral fortunes

;

The greater fcorns the leffer. Not ev'n nature,

To whom all fores lay fiege, can bear great fortune

But by contempt of nature.

Raife me this beggar, and denude that lord, (17)
The fenator lhall bear contempt hereditary,

The beggar native honour :

It is the Pafture lards the Weather's fides, (18)

The Want that makes him lean. Who dares, who dares^

In purity of manhood Hand upright,

And fay, this man's a flatterer ? if one be,

(17) Raife me this Beggar, and deny't that Lord,} Where is the

Senfe and Englifh of deny't that Lord? Deny him what? What
preceding Noun is there, to which the Pronoun It is to be re-

ferr'd? And it would be abfurd to think the Poet meant, deny
to raife that Lord. The ^Antithefis muft be, let Fortune raife

this Beggar, and Jet her ftrip, and defpoil that Lord of all his

Pomp and Ornaments, &c. which Senfe is compleated by this

flight Alteration,

and denude that Lord. Mr. Warburtcn.

(18) It is the Pajlure lards the Beggar's Sides,] This, as the

Editors have order'd it, is an idle Repetition at the beftj fup-

pofing it did, indeed, contain the fame Sentiment as the fore-

going Lines. But Shakefpeare meant a quite different Thing

;

and having, like a fenllble Writer, made a fmart Obfervation,

he illuftrates it by a Similitude thus:

It is the Pajiure lards the Weather's Sides,

The Want that makes him lean.

And the Similitude is extreamly beautiful, as conveying this

Satirical Reflexion* there is no more Difference between Man
and Man in the Efteem of fuperficial or conupt Judgments.,

ikan between a fat Sheej> and a lean one, Mi, Warbmton,

So.
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So are they all, for every greeze of fortune

Is fmooth'd by that below. The learned pate

Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ;

There's nothing level in our curfed natures,

But direcl: villany. Then be abhorr'd,

All feafts, focieties, and throngs of men f

His Semblable, yea, himfelf, fimon difdains.—
Deftru&ion phang mankind ! Earth, yield me roots ?

[Digging the earth
Who feeks for better of thee, fawce his palate

With thy moft operant poifon [
< What is here ?

Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ?

No, Gods, I am no idle votarift.

Roots, you clear heav'ns ! thus much of this will make
Black, white ; fair, foul ; wrong, right

;

Bafe, noble : old, young 5 coward, valiant.

You Gods ! why this ? what this ? you Gods I why, thi$

Will lug your priefts and fervants from your fides

:

Pluck flout mens' pillows from below their heads.

This yellow Have

Will knit and break religions ; blefs th' accurs'd 1

Make the hoar leprofie ador'd ; place thieves,

And give them title, knee, and approbation,

With fenators on the bench : this is it,

That makes the wappen'd widow wed
,

again ;

She whom the fpittle-houfe, and ulcerous fores

Would caft the gorge at, this embalms and fpices

To th' April day again. Come, damned earth,

Thou common whore of mankind, that putt'ft odds

Among the rout of nations, I will make thee

Do thy right nature. [March afar off.] Ha, a drum?
—— thou'rt quick,

But yet PH bury thee— thou'lt go, (ftrong thief)

When gouty keepers of thee cannot Hand.

Nay, itay thou out for earneft. [Keeping fame gold.

Enter Alcibiades with drum andfife in warlike manner?
and Phrynia and Timandra.

Ale. What art thou there ? fpeak.

'•Tim. A beaft, as thou art. Cankers gnaw thy heart,

Fox
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For fhewing me again the eyes of man !

Ale. What is thy name ? is man ib hateful to thee,
That art thy felf a man ?

Tim. I am Mifantb?*opos, and hate mankind.
For thy part, I do wilh thou wert a dog,

That I might love thee fomething.

Ale. I know thee well :

But in thy fortunes am unlearn'd, and ftrange.

Tjm. I know thee too, and more than that I know
thee,

I not defire to know. Follow thy drum,
With man's blood paint the ground ; gules, gules ;

Religious Canons, civil Laws are cruel ;

Then what mould war be? this fell whore of thine

Hath in her more deftruclion than thy fword,

For all her cherubin look.

Pbry. Thy lips rot off

!

Tim. I will not kifs thee, then the Rot returns

To thine own lips again.

Ale. How came the noble Timon to this change ?

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give :

But then renew I could not, like the moon ;

There were no funs to borrow of.

Ale. Noble Timon, what friendihip may I do thee ?

Tim. None, but to maintain my opinion.

Ale. What is it, Timon ?

Tim. Promife me friendihip, but perform none. If

thou wilt not promife, the Gods plague thee, for thou

art a man : if thou dolt perform, confound thee, for

thou art a man !

Ale. I've heard in fome fort of thy miferies.

Tim. Thou faw'ft them when I had profperity.

Ale. I fee them now, then was a bleffed time.

Tim. As thine is now, held with a brace of harlots.

Timan. Is this th' Athenian minion, whom the world

Voic'd fo regardful!y ?

Tim. Art thou Timandra ?

Timan. Yes.

Tim. Be a whore ftill : they love thee not, that ufe thee:

Give them diieafcs, leaving with thee their iuft :

Make
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Make ufe of thy fait hours, foafon the flaves

For tubs and baths, bring down the role-cheek'd youth

Toth' Tub-faft, and the diet. (19)

Timan. Hang thee, monfter !

Ale. Pardon him, (weetTimandra, for his wits

Are drown1

d and loft in his calamities.

I have but little gold of late, brave Timon,

The want whereof doth daily make revolt

In my penurious band. I heard and griev'd,

How curfed Athens, mindlefs of thy worth,

Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour ftates,

But for thy fword and fortune, trod upon them -

Tim. I pr'ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone.

Ale, I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timon,

Jim. How doit, thou pity him, whom thou doft trouble ?

Tad rather be alone.

Ale, Why, fare thee well,

Here's gold for thee.

Tim. Keep it, I cannot eat it.

Ale. When I have laid proud Athens cn a heap—

—

Tim. Warr'ft thou 'gainft Athens ?

Ale, Ay, Timon, and have caufe.

(19) To the Fubfaft, and the Diet,'] One might make a very

long and vain Search, yet not be able to meet with this pre-

pofterous Word Fubfafi, which has notwithstanding pafs'd

currant with all the Editors. The Author is alluding to the

Lues Venerea, and its Effe&s. At that Time, the Cure of it

was perform' d either by GuaUcum, or Mercurial Un&ions

:

and in both Cafes the Patient was kept up very warm and

clofe* that in the tuft Application the Sweat might be pro-

moted j and left, in the other, he fhould take Cold, which

was faral. Ci The Regimen for the Courfe of GuaUcnm (fays

« Dr. Friend in his Hiji. of Pkyfick* Vol. 2. p. 380.) was at firft

<{ ftrangely circumftantial; and fo rigorous, that the Patient

" was put into a Dungeon in order to make him fweatj and
" in that manner, as Falhpius exprelTes it, the Bones and the

" very Man himfelf was macerated. M And as for the Vnttion>

it was fometimes continued for thirty feven daysj (as he ob-

ferves, p 375.) and during this Time there was necelTarily an

extraordinary yibfiinence recjuir'd. MuWarburton.

Tim.
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jjtm. The Gods confound them all then in thyConqueib

And, after, Thee, when thou hall conquered !

dl. Why me, Timon?
Tim. That by killing of villains

Thou wail born to conquer my Country.

Put up thy gold. Go on, here's gold, goon ;

Be as a planetary plague, when Jeve

Will o'er fome high-vic'd city hang his poifon

In the fick air : Let not thy fword skip one,

Pity not honour'd age for his white beard,

He is an ufurer. Strike me the matron,

It is her habit only that is honeft,

Her felf's a bawd. Let not the virgin's cheek
Make fori thy trenchant fword ; for thofe milk- paps,

That through the window-lawn bore at mens' eyes, (2a}

Are not within the leaf of pity writ ;

Set them down horrible traitors. Spare not the babe,

Whofe dimpled fmiles from fcols exhauft their mercy ;

Think it a bailard, whom the oracle

Hath doubtfully pronoune'd thy throat fhall cut,

And mince it fans remorfe. Swear againft objects,

Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes

;

Whofe proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes,

Nor fight of prieft in holy veftments bleeding,

Shall pierce a jot. There's gold to pay thy foldiers.

Make lafge coiiftifion ; and, thy fury fpent,

Confounded be thy felf ! fpeak not, be gone.

die. Haft thou gold yet ?

I'll take the gold thou giv'il me, not thy counfel.

Tim. Doft thou, or doit thou not, heav'n's curfe up-

on thee !

Both. Give us fome gold, good Timon: hail thou

more ?

(10) That thro* the Window-barn bore at men's Eyes.] I can-

not for my Heart imagine, what idea our wife Editors had of

a Virgin's Breaft thro' a Window barn : which, I am fatisfied,

muft be a corrupt Reading. In fhorr, the Poet is alluding to

the decent Cuftom in his Time of the Women covering their

Necks and Bofom either with Lawn, or Cyprus

'

9
both which

being tranfpaicnt, the Poet beautifully calls it the Window-

L*wu %
Tim.
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Jim. Enough to make a whore forfwear her trade,

And to make whole a bawd. (21) Hold up, you fluts,

Your aprons mcuntant ; you're not othable,

Although, I know, you'll fwear ; terribly fwear

Into ftrong mudders, and to heav'nly agues,

Th* immortal Gods that hear you. Spare your oaths :

I'll trull to your conditions, be whores ffUL

And he whofe pious breath feeks to convert you,

Be ftrong in whore, allure him, burn him up.

Let your clofe fire predominate his fmoak,

And be no turn-coats : yet may your pains fix months
Be quite contrary. Make falfe hair, and thatch

Your poor thin roofs with burthens of the dead,

(Some that were hang'd, no matter:
)

Wear them, betray with them ; and whore on ftill

;

Paint 'till a horfe may mire upon your face

;

A pox of wrinkles !

Both. Well, more gold ^— what then ?

Believe, that we'll do any thing for gold.
\

Tim. Confumptions fow
In hollow bones of man, ftrike their Iharp fhins,

And mar mens' fpurring. Crack the lawyer's voice3
That he may never more falfe Title plead,

Nor found his quillets mrilly. Hoar the Flatnen,

That fcolds againft the quality of flefh,

And not believes himfelf. Down with the nofe,

Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away
Of him, that his particular to forefee

(21) iAnd to make whore a Bawd.] The Power of Gold, in-

deed, may be fuppos'd great, that can make a Whore forfake

her Trade 5 but what mighty Difficulty was there in making a

Whore turn Bawd 2 And yet, 'tis plain, here he is defcribing the

mighty Power of Gold. He had before fiiewn, how Gold can

perfuade to any villany; he now fhews that it has ftill a greater

Force, and can even turn from Vice to the Practice, or, at

lcaft, the Semblance of Virtue. We mult therefore read, to

reftore Senfe to our Author,

yAnd to make whole a Bawd—

—

I. e. not only make her quit h«r Calling, but thereby reftore

her to Reputation. Mr, Warburton.
Smells
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Smells from the gen'ral weal. Make curl'd-pate ruffian*

bald,

And let the unfcarr'd braggarts of the war
Derive fome pain from you. Plague all ;

That your activity may defeat, and quell

The fburce of all erection. There's more gold.
Do you damn others, and let this damn you,
And ditches grave you all

!

Both. More counfel with more mony, bounteous Timon.
Tim. More whore, more mifchief, fir ft ; I've given

you earner!:.

Ale. Strike up the drum tow'rds-^^j; farewel,7V«0»

;

If I thrive well, I'll vifit thee again.

Tim. If I hope well, I'll never fee thee more.
Mie. I never did thee harm.

Tim. Yes, thou fpok'ft well of me.
Ale. Cairfc thou that harm ?

Tim. Men daily find it. Get thee hence, away.
And take thy beagles with thee.

Ale. We but offend him : ftrike.

[Exeunt Alcibiad. Phryn. aWTimand.
Tim. That Nature, being fick of man's unkindnefs,

Should yet be hungry ! Common mother, thou
Whole womb unmeafurable, and infinite breaft

Teems, and feeds all ; oh thou ! whofe felf-fame mettle

(Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is puft)

Engenders the black toad, and adder blue,

The gilded newt, and eyelefs venom *d worm;
With all th' abhorred births below crifp heav'n,

Whereon Hyperions quickning fire doth mine ;

Yield him, who all thy human fons does hate,

From forth thy plenteous bofom, one poor root I

Enfear thy fertile and conceptious womb ;

Let it no more bring out ingrateful man.
Go great with tygers, dragons, wolves and bears,

Teem with new monitors, whom thy upward face

Hath to the marbled manfion all above

Never prefented O, a root dear thanks !

Dry up thy marrows, veins, and plough-torn leas,

Whereof ingrateful man with liqu'rilh draughts,
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And morfels undlious, greafes his pure mind,
That from it all confideration flips. .—

—

Enter Apemantus.

More man ? plague! plague !

Apem. I was directed hither. Men report,
Thou doit affeft my manners, and doft ufe them.

Tim. 'Tis then, becaufe thou doft not keep a dog
Whom I would imitate ; confumption catch thee.'

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affecled,
A poor unmanly melancholy, fprung
From change of fortune. Why this fpade ? this place ?
This flave-like habit, and thefe looks of care ?

Thy flatterers yet wear filk, drink wine, lie foft

;

Hug their difeas'd perfumes, and have forgot
That ever Timon was. Shame not thefe weeds, (22)
By putting on the cunning of a carper.
Be thou a flatt'rer now, and feek to thrive
By That which has undone thee ; hinge thy knee,
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt obferve,
Blow off thy cap ; praife his moil vicious ftrain,
And call it excellent. Thou waft told thus

:

Thou gav'ft thine ears, like tapfters, that bid welcome
To knaves, and all approachers: 'Tis moft juft
That thou turn rafcal : hadft thou wealth again,
Rafcals mould have't. Do not aflume my likenefs.

Tim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away my felf.

Apem. Thou'ft caft away thy felf, being like thy felf,
So long a mad-man, now a fool. What, think'ft thou,
That the bleak air, thy boifterous chamberlain,

(22) Shame not thefe Woods.] But how did Timon any more
fhame the Woods by affuming the Chancer of a Cynick,
than Apemantus did? The Poet certainly meant to make^f-
mantm fay, Don't difgrace this Garb, which thou haft only
tjfected to aflume ; and to feem the Creature thou art not by
Nature, but by the Force and CompulGon of Poverty. We
muft therefore reftore,

Simme not thefe Weeds.
Apemanms, in feveral other PalTages of the Scene, reproaches
aim with his Change of Garb,

Will
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Will put thy fliirt on warm ? will thefe moift trees,"

That have out-liv'd the eagle, page thy heels,

And skip when thou point'ft out ? will the cold brook,

Candied with ice, cawdle thy morning tafte

To cure thy o'er-night's furfeit ? Call the creatures,

Whofe naked natures live in all the fpight

Of wreakful heav'n, whofe bare unhoufed trunks,

To the conflicting elements expos 'd,

Anfwer meer nature ; bid them flatter thee

;

Oh ! thou (halt find

%im. A fool of thee ; depart.

Jpem. I love thee better now, than e'er I did.

Tim. I hate thee worfe.

Jpem. Why ?

Tim. Thou flatt'reft mifery.

Jpem. I flatter not ; but fay, thou art a caytiff.

Tim. Why doll thou feek me out ?

Jpem. To vex thee.

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's.

Do'ft pleafe thy felf in't ? (23)

Jpem. Ay.
Tim. What ! a knave too ?

Jpem. If thou didft put this fowre cold habit on

To caftigate thy pride, 'twere well ; but thou

Doft it enforcedly : thou'dft Courtier be,

(23) Tim. Always a Villain's Office or a Fool's.

Do*ft pleafe thy felf in't ?

Apem. .Ay.

Tim. What I a knave too ? ] Mr. Warburton propotcs

a Correction here, which, tho' it oppofes the Reading of all

the printed Copies, has great Juftnefs and Propriety in it. He

would read

;

What > and knew't too?

The Reafoning of the Text, as it ftands in the Books, is,

in fomefort, concluding backward: or rather making a Knave's

and Villain's Office different: which, furely, is abfurd. The

Correaion quite removes the Abfurdity, and gives this fenfible

Rebuke. u What ! Do'ft thou pleafe thy felf in vexing me,

" and at the fame time know it to be the Office of a Villain

" 01 fool?"
Wert
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Wert thou not beggar. Willing mifery

Out-lives incertain pomp; is crown'd before:

The one is filling (till, never compleat

;

The other, at high vvifli : Befl ftates, contentlefs,

Have a diftradled and moil wretched being ;

Worfe than the vvorft, content.

Thou fhouldft defire to die, being miferable.

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miferable.

Thou art a flave, whom fortune's tender arm
With favour never clafpt ; but bred a dog.

Hadlt thou, like us, from our firft fwath proceeded
Through fvveet degrees that this brief world affords,

To fuch, as may the paffive drugs of it

Freely command ; thou wouldfl have piung'd thy felf

In general riot, melted down thy youth
In different beds of luft, and never learn'd

The icy precepts of refpeft, but followed

The fugar'd game before thee. But my fel£

Who had the world as my confectionary,

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, the hearts of men
At duty, more than 1 could frame employments ;

That numberlefs upon me fluck, as leaves

Do on the oak ; have with one winter's brum
fairn from their boughs, and left me open, bare
For every ftorm that blows. I to bear this,

That never knew but better, is fome burthen.

Thy nature did commence in fufF'ranee, time
Hath made thee hardin't. Why fhouldft thou hate men ?

They never flatter'd thee. What haft thou given ?

If thou wilt curfe, thy father, that poor rag,

Mull be thy fubjett ; who in fpight put fluff

To fome me- beggar, and compounded thee

Poor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone •

If thou hadft not been born the worit of men,
Thou hadft been knave and flatterer.

Apem. Art thou proud yet ?

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. . *

Ape?n. I, that I was no prodigal.

Tim. I, that I am one now.
Were all the wealth I have, fhut up in thee,

I'd
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I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone -

That the whole life of Athens were in this I

Thus would I eat it. {Eating a root*

Apem. Here, J will mend thy feaft.

Tim. Firftmend my company, takeaway thy felf.

Apem. So I fhall mend my own, by th' lack of thine.

Tim. 'Tis not well mended fo, it is but botcht

;

If not, I would it were.

Apem. What wouldft thou have to Athens?
Tim. Thee thither in a whirlwind ; if thou wilt,

Tell them there, I have gold ; look, fo I have.

Apem. Here is no ufe for gold.

Tim. The beft and trueft :

For here it fleeps, and does no hired harm.
Apem. Where ly'ft o'nights, Timon ?

Tim. Under that's above me.
Where feed' ft thou o'days, Apemantus?
Apem. Where my ftomach finds meat ; or rather,

where I eat it.

Tim. 'Would poifon were obedient, and knew my
mind !

Ape?n. Where would'ft thou fend it ?

Tim. To fawce thy dimes.

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never kneweft,

but the extremity of both ends. When thou waft in thy

gilt, and thy perfume, they mockt thee for too much
curiofity ; in thy rags thou knoweft none, but art de-

fpis'd tor the contrary. There's a medlar for thee,

eat it.

Tim. On what I hate I feed not.

Apem. Doft hate a medlar ?

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee.

Apem. An th' hadft hated medlers fooner, thou

fhouldft have loved thy felf better now. What man
didit thou ever know unthrift, that was beloved after

his means ?

Tim. Who, without thofe means thou talk'rVof, didft

thou ever know beloved ?

Apem. My felf.

Tim. I understand thee, thou hadft fome means to keep

a dog. Apem.
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Apem. What things in the world canft thou neareft

compare to thy flatterers ?

Tim Women neareft ; but men, men, are the thing,
themfelves. What wouldft thou do with the world Ate-
mantus, if it lay in thy power ?

' r

Apem. Give it the beafts, to be rid of the men
lim. Wouldft thou have thy felf fall in the confufion

or men, or remain a beaft with the beafts ?
Apem. Ay, Timon.
Tim. A beaftly ambition, which the Gods grant thee

to attain to ! If thou wert a lion, the fox would beeuile
thee

;
if thou wert the lamb, the fox would eat thee •

if thou wert the fox, the lion would fufped thee when'pmdventure thou wertaccus'd by the afs ; if thou wert
the ais, thy dulnefs would torment thee ; and ftill thou
hv dft but as a breakfaft to the wolf. If thou wert the
wo.f, thy greedinefs would amid thee ; and oft thou
Ihouldft hazard thy life for thy dinner. Wert thou the
unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee andmake thine own felf the conqueft of thy fury. Vei-r
thou a bear thou wouldft be kill'd by the horfe ; wert
thou a horfe, thou wouldft be feiz'd by the leopard -

wert thou aJeopard, thou wert german to the lion, andthe fpots of thy kindred were jurors on thy life Ajf
thy fafety were remotion, and thy defence abf-nceWhat beaft couldft thou be, that were not fubied to a
beaft ? and what a beaft art thou already, and feeft notthy lofs in transformation !

Apem. If thou couldft pleafe me with fpeaking to methou mighfft have hit upon it here. The C?mmon:
wealth of Athens is become a foreft of beafts

Tim How has the afs broke the wall, that thou artout of the City ?

Apem Yonder comes a Poet, and a Painter. ThePlague of Company light upon thee ! I will fear to
catch it, and give way. When I know not what e'fe
to do, I'll fee thee again.

lhah be wlltme" "^ ^ *™
I had rather be a Beggar's dog, than Apemantus.
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Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive.

77**. 'Would, thou vvert clean enough to fpit upon.
1

A plague on thee ! (24)

Apem. Thou art too bad to curfe.

Htm. All villains, that do ftand by thee, are pure.

Apem. There is no leprofie but what thou fpeak'rl.

Tim. If I name thee.— I'll beat thee 5 but I mould

infecl my hands.

Jfpem. I would my tongue could rot them off!

Tim. Away, thou iflue of a mangy dog !

Choler does kill me, that thou art alive

:

I fwoon to fee thee.

Jpem. 'Would, thou wouldfl burft !

Tim. Away, thou tedious rogue, I am forry I fhall

lofe a ftone by thee.

Ape?n. Beail

!

Tim. Slave !

Apem. Toad !

Tim. Rogue! rogue! rogue!

[Apem. retreats backward, as going.

I am fick of this lalie world, and will love nought

But ev'n the meer necemties upon it.

Then, Timor., prefently prepare thy grave;

Lye where the light foam of the fea may beat

Thy grave-Hone daily ; make thine epitaph *

That death in me at otherb' lives may laugh.

O thou fvveet king- killer, and dear divorce

[Looting on the gold

\

y

'Twixt natural fon and fire ! thou bright defiler

Of Hy?nens purefl bed ! thou valiant Mars !

Thou ever young, frefh, lov'd, and delicate wooer,

Whofe Blum doth thaw the confecrated fnow,

That lies on Dia?i\ lap ! thou vifible God,

(lA) ^4 Plague on thee!

Apem. Thott art too bad ta curfe. ] In the former Editi-

ons, this whole Verfe was placed to ^emantus : by which,

abfhrdly, be was made to curfe Tim*, and immediately to

fubjoin that he was too bad to curfe. My Divifion entirely

cures the Abfuidityj and makes Aj>em*m*s reply in Cha-

That
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That fouldreft clofe impoflibilities,

And mak'it chem kifs ! that fpeak'ft with every tongue,
To every purpofe ! Oh, thou Touch cf hearts

!

Think, thy llave man rebels ; and by thy virtue
Set them into confounding odds, that beafts

May have the world in empire.

Apem. 'Would 'twere lb,

But not 'till 1 am dead ! I'll fay, thou haft gold :

Thou wilt be throng'd to Ihortly.

Tim. Throng'd to ?

Apem. Ay.
Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee. —
Apem. Live, and love thy mifery !

Tim. Long live lb, and fo die ' I am quit.
Apem. Mo things like men— Eat, Ttmm, and ab-

hor Acm. [Exit Apem.

Enter Thieves.

1 Thief. Where mould he have this gold ? It is fome
poor fragment, fome flender ort of his remainder . the
meer want of gold, and the falling off of friends, drove
him into this melancholy.

2 Thief. It is nois'd, he hath a mafs of treafure

3 Thief Let us make the affay upon him ; if he care
not for t, he will iupply us eafily : if he covetou^y re-
ferve it, how mall's get it ?

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him : 'tis hid,'
1 Thief Is not this he ?

All. Where?
2 Thief. 'Tis his defcription.

3 Thief. He ; I knew him.
AIL Save thee, Timon.
Tim. Now, thieve?*

AIL Soldiers ; not thieves.

Tim. Both too, and womens' tons.

All. We are not thieves, but men that much do want
7V/».Yourgreateftwantis,youwantmuch ofmeet. (25)

Why
p/* 5

^ Ta .
, J you want mmh '/meat.] Thus both the

rlayer and voetical Editois have given us this Pa%e 5 quite
H Z Sand-
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Why ftiould you want ? behold, the earth hath roots j

Within this mile break forth an hundred fprings ;

The oaks bear marts, the briars fcarlet hips :

The bounteous hufwife nature on each bum
Lays her full mefs before you. Want? why want ?

1 Thief. We cannot live on grafs, on berries, water,

As beafts, and birds, and fifties.

Tim* Nor on the bealts themfelves, the birds and fifties;

You muft eat men. Yet thanks I mutt you con,

That you are thieves profeft : that you work not

5a holier fhapes ; for there is boundlefs theft

In limited profeflions. Rafcals, thieves,

Here's gold, Go, fuck the fubtle blood o'th' grape,

'Till the high fever feeth your blood to froth,

And fo 'fcape hanging. Truft not the phyfician,

His antidotes are poiion, and he flays

More than you rob. Take wealth, and live together.

Do villany," do, fince you profefs to do't,

Like workmen ; I'll example you with thievery.

The Sun's a thief, and with his great attraction

Robs the vaft Sea. The Moon's an arrant thief,

And her pale fire ftie fnatches from the Sun.

The Sea's a thief, whofe liquid furge refolves (26)

The

Sand-blind, as honeft Lancelot fays, to our Author's Mean-

ing. If thefc poor Thieves wanted Meat, what greater Want

could they be curs'd with, as they could not Jive on grafs,

and berries, and water? but 1 dare warrant, the Poet wrote*

. • you vjant much of meet.

5. e. Much of what you ought to be 1 much of the Qualities be-

fitting you as humane Creatures.

(26) The Sea's a Thief, -whofe liquid Surge refolves

The Moon into fs.lt Tears.'] The Sea melting the Moon into

Tears, is, 1 believe, a Secret in Philofophy, which no body

but Shakefpeare's deep tditors ever dieam'd of. There is ano-

ther Opinion, which 'tis more reasonable to believe that our

Author may allude to 5 viz.* that the Saltnefs of the Sea is

caufed by feveral Ranges, or Mounds of Roch-Salt under Wa-

ter, with which refolving Liquid the Sea was impregnated.

This I think a iufficient Authority for changing Moon into

Mounds :
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The Mounds into fait tears. The earth's a thief,

That feeds and breeds by a compoflure ftoln

From gen'ral excrements : each thing's a thief.

The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power
Have uncheck'd theft. Love not your felves, away,
Rob one another, there's more gold ; cut throats

;

All that you meet are thieves : to Athens go,

Break open fhops, for nothing can you ileal

But thieves do lofe it : fteal not lefs for what
I give, and gold confound you howfoever ! Amen. [Exi/.

3 Thief. H'as almoft charm'd me from my profetfion,

by perfuading me to it.

1 Thief. 'Tis in the malice of mankind, that he thus

advifes us ; not to have us thrive in our myfiery.

2 Thief I'll believe him as an enemy ; and give over

my trade.

1 Thief Let us firft fee peace in Athens ; (27)
2 Thief There is no time fo miferable, but a man

may be true. [Exeunt,

A C T V.

S C E N E, Sthe mods, and Timon'j Cave,

Enter FLAVIUS,
F L A V I U S.

OH, you Gods

!

Is yon defpis'd and ruinous man my lord ?

Full of decay and failing ? oh, monument
And wonder of good deeds, evilly beftow'd

!

What

Mounds : and I am ftill the more confirm'd, becaufe Mr. War-
turton, who did not know I had t©uch'd the Place, fent me
up the very fame Corre&ion.

(27) 1 Thief. Let us firfi fee Peace in Athens ; &c. ] This
and the concluding little Speech have in all the Editions been

H 3 placed
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What change of honour defp'rate want has made ?

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends,

Who can bring nobleft minds to bafeft ends ?

How rarely does it meet with this time's guife,

When man was wifht to love his enemies :

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo
Thofe that would mifchief me, than thofe that do !

H'as caught me in his eye, I will prefent

My honeft grief to him ; and, as my lord,

Still ferve him with my life. My deareft matter

!

Timon comesforwardfrom his Cave.

Tim, Away ! what art thou ?

Fla. Have you forgot me, Sir ?

Tim. Why doft thou ask That ? I have forgot all men.
Then, if thou granteft that thou art a man,
I have forgot thee.

Fla. An honeft fervant,

Tim. Then I know thee not

:

J ne'er had honeft man about me, all

I kept were knaves, to ferve in meat to villains*

Fla. The Gods are witnefs,

Ne'er did poor fteward wear a truer grief

For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you.

Tim. What, doft thou weep ? come nearer, then I
love thee,

Becaufe thou art a woman, and difclaim'ft

Flinty mankind ; whofe eyes do never give

But or through luft, or laughter. Pity's fleeping ;

Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with
weeping !

Fla. I beg of you to know me, good my lord,

T' accept my grief, and, whillt this poor wealth lalts,

To entertain me as your fteward ftill.

Tim. Had I a fteward

placed to one Speaker i But, as Mr. Warburton very juftly ob-

ferv'd to me, 'tis evident, the Utter Words ought to be put

in the Mouth of the firji Thief, who is repenting, and leav-

ing off his Trade*

So



Timon ^/Athens, 175
So true, fo juft, and now fo comfortable ?

It almoll turns my dangerous nature wild. m

Let me behold thy face : furely, this man
Was born of woman.
Forgive my gen'ral and exceptlefs rafhnefs,

Perpetual, fober Gods ! I do proclaim

One honeft man : miftake me not, but one

:

No more, I pray ; and he's a fteward.

How fain would I have hated all mankind,

And thou redeem'ft thy felf: but all, fave thee,

I fell with curfes.

Methinks, thou art more honeft now, than wife ;

For, by opprefiing and betraying me,
Thou might'ft have fooner got another fervice :

For many fo arrive at fecond matters,

Upon their firft lord's neck. Rut tell me true,

(For I muft ever doubt, though ne'er fo fure)

Is not thy kindnefs fubtle, covetous,

A ufuring kindnefs, as rich men deal gifts,

Expecting in return twenty for one ?

F/a. No, my moll worthy mafter, (in whofe breaft

Doubt and Sufpect, alas, are plac'd too late,)

You mould have fear'd falfe times, when you did feaft .5

Sufpecl ftill comes, where an eftate is leaiL

That which I (hew, heav'n knows, is meerly love,

Duty, and Zeal, to your unmatched mind,

Care of your food and living : and, believe it,

For any benefit that points to me
Either in hope, or prefent, I'd exchange

For this one wifli, that you had power and wealth

To requite me by making rich your felf.

Tim. Look thee, 'tis fo ; thou fmgly honefl man,
Here, take ; the Gods out of my mifery

Have fent thee treafure. Go, live rich and happy :

But thus condition'd ; Thou fhalt build from men ;

Hate all, curfe all, mew charity to nore ;

But let the famifht flefh Aide from the bone,

Ere thou relieve the beggar* Give to dogs

What thou deny 'ft to men. Let prifons fwallow 'err,

Debts wither 'em ; be men like blafted woods,

H 4 And
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And may difeafes lick up their falfe bloods !

And fo farewel, and thrive.

F/a. O, let me ftay, and comfort ycu, my Mailer.

fim. If thou hatYt curies,

Stay not, but fly, whilii thou art bleft and free ;

Ne'er fee thou mar., and let me ne'er fee thee.

[Exeunt federally.

Enter Poet and Painter.

Pain. As I took note cf the place, it can't be far where
he abides.

Poet. What's to be thought of him ? does the m*
mom hold for true, that he's fo fall of gold ?

Pain. Certain. Alcibiades reports it : Phrynia and
Ismamdra had gold cf h:m : he likewife enrich'd poor
firsgiing foldiers with great quantity. 'Tis faid, he gave
his ueward a mighty fum.

Poet. Then this breaking cf his has been but a tryal

of his friends ?

Pain. Nothing elfe : you (hall fee him a palm in Athens
again, and flotirifh with the higheit. Therefore, 'tis not

amifs, we tender our loves to him, in this fuppos'd dif-

'trefs cf his : it will fhew heneftly in us, and is very
likely to load our purpofes with what they travel for,

if it be a juft and true report that gees of his Having.

Pcet. What have you now to prefent unto him ?

Pair.. Nothing at this time but my vifitation : only I

will promife him an excellent piece.

Poet. I muft ferve him fo too; tell him of an intent

that's coming toward him.

Pain. Good as the beft : Promifmg is the very air o'th'

time ; it opens the eyes of expectation. Performance is

ever the duller for his act, and, but in the plainer and
fimpler kind of people, the deed is quite cut of ufe. To
promife. is mod courtly, and fafhionable ; performance

is a kind of will or teftament, which argues a great fick-

nefs in his judgment that makes it.

Re-enter
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Re-enter Timon from bis Ca<ve, unfeen.

Tim. Excellent workman ! thou canft not paint a man
fo bad as thy felf.

Poet. I am thinking, what I fliall fay I have provided

for him : it mull be a perfonating of himfelf ; a fatyr

againft the foftnefs of profperity, with a difcovery of the

infinite flatteries that follow youth and opulency.

Tim. Muft thou needs Hand for a villain in thine own-

work ? wilt thou whip thine own faults in other men f

do fo, I have gold for thee.

Poet. Nay, let's feek him.

Then do we fin againft our own eftate,

When we may Profit meet, and come too late.

Pain. True :

Poet. While the day ferves, before black-corner'd

night, (28)

Find what thou want'ft, by free and offer'd light.

Come.
Tim. I'll meet you at the turn

What a God's gold, that he is worlhipped
In bafer temples, than where Swine do feed !

'Tis thou that rigg'ft the bark, and plow'ft the Wave, (29)
Settleft admired rev'rence in a Have

;

To thee be Worfhip, and thy faints for aye
Be crown'd with plagues, that thee alone obey !

'Tis fit I meet them.
Poet. Hail ! worthy Timon.

Pain. Our late noble mailer.

Tim. Have I once livM to fee two honeft men ?

(28) While the day ferves, &c. j This Couplet in all the
Editions is placed to the Painter, but, as it is in Rhyme, and
a Sequel of the Sentiment begun by the Poet, I have made
no Scruple to afcribe it to him.

(29)
9
Tis than that riggft the Barh^ and plow'ft the Foam,

Settleft admired \ev*rence in a Slave;] As both the Couplet
preceding, and following this, are in Rhyme, I am very apt
to fufpeft, the Rhyme is difmounted here by an accidental
Corruption 3 and therefore have ventured to replace Wave in
the Room of Feaw.

H 5 Pou%
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Poet. Sir, having often of your bounty tailed,

Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fal'n off,

Whofe thanklefs natures, (oh abhorred fpirits ! )

Not all the whips of heav'n arc large enough—
What ! to you !

Whofe ftar-like noblenefs gave life and influence

To their whole being ! I am rapt, and cannot

Cover the monftrous bulk of this ingratitude

With any iize of words.

Tim. Let it go naked, men may fee't the better : (30)
You that are honeft, by being what you are,

Make them befl feen and known.
Pain. He, and my felf,

Have traveird in the great mower of your gifts,

And fweetly felt it.

'Tim. Ay, you're honeft men.

Pain. We're hither come to offer you our fervice.

Tim. Moft honeft men ! why, how mail I requite you i

Can you eat roots,, and drink cold water ? no.

Both. What we can do, we'll do, to do you fervice.

Tim. Y* are honeft men ; you've heard, that I have
gold ;

I'm fure, you have; fpeak truth, y* are honeft men*
Pain. So it is faid, my noble lord, but therefore

Came not my friend, nor I.

Tim. Good honeft man ; thou draw'ft a counterfeit

Beft in all Athens ; thou'rt, indeed, the beft ;

Thou counterfeits moft lively.

(30) Let it gt y naked Men may fee't tht better;] Thus has

this PaiTage been ftupidly pointed thro' all the Editions, as if

aaked Men could fee better than Men in their Cloaths. I

think vcriJy, if there were any Room to credit the Experi-

ment, fuch Editors ought to go naked for the Improvement
of their Eye-fights. But, perhaps, they have as little Faith, as

Judgement in their own Readings. The Poet, in the preced-

ing Speech haranguing on the Ingratitude of Timen's falfe-

Priends, fays, he cannot cover the Monftroufnefs of it with

any Size of Words 5 to which Timon, as 1 have rectified the

Pointing, very aptly replies j

Ltt it go naked——Mm may fie
y
t the better

%

Painl



Timon ^Athens, 179

Pain. So, fo, my lord.

Tim. E'en fo, Sir, as I fay And for thy ficlion,

Why, thy verfe fwells with fluff fo fine and fmooth,

That thou art even natural in thine art.

But for all this, my honefl-natur'd friends,

I mufl needs fay, you have a little fault

;

Marry, not monflrous in you ; neither wifh I,

You take much pains to mend.
Both. Befeech your Honour

To make it known to us.

Jim. You'll take it ill.

Both. Molt thankfully, my lord.

Tim. Will you, indeed ?

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord.

Tim. There's ne'er a one of you but trulls a knave.
That mightily deceives you.

Both. Do we, my lord }

Tim. Ay, and you hear him cogg, fee him diflemble-.

Know his grofs Patchery, love him, and feed him ;

Keep in your bofom, yet remain aflur'd,

That he's a made-up villain.

Pain. I know none fuch, my lord.

Poet. Nor I.

Tim. Look you, I love you well, I'll give you gold,

Rid me thefe villains from your companies

;

Hang them, or flab them, drown them in a draught.

Confound them by fome courfe, and come to me,
I'll give you gold enough.

Both. Name them, my lord, let's know them.

Tim. You that way, and you this > —— but two in

company :

Each man apart, all fingle and alone,

Yet an arch villain keeps him company,
Jf where thou art, two villains fhaU not be,

[To the Painter^

Come not near him.~ If thou wouldfl not refide

[To the Poet,

But where one villain is, then him abandon.

Hence, pack, there's gold ; ye came for gold, ye Haves 5

You have work for j»e » there's your payment, hence 1

Yon
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You are an Alchymift, make gold of that

:

Out, rafcal dogs ! {Beatings and driving "em out.

Enter Flavius and two Senators.

F/a. It is in vain that you would fpeak with Timon :

For he is fet fo only to himfelf,

That nothing but himfelf, which looks like man,
Is friendly with him.

1 Sen. Bring us to his Cave.

It is our part and promife to th' Athenians

To fpeak with Timon.

2 Sen. At all times alike

Men are not ft ill the fame ; 'twas time and griefs

That fram'd him thus. Time, with his fairer hand
Offering the fortunes of his former days,

The former man may make him ; bring us to him,

And chance it as it may.
F/a. Here is his Cave :

Peace and Content be here, lord Timon ! Timon f

Look out, and fpeak to friends , th' Athenians

By two of their moft rev'rend fenate greet thee ;

Speak to them, noble Timon.

Enter Timon out of his Cave.

Tim. Thou Sun, that comforf ft, burn !

'. peak, and be hang'd ;

For each true word a blifter, and each falfe

Be cauterizing to the root o'th' tongue,

Confuming it with fpeaking !

1 Sen. Worthy Timon,

Tim. — Of none but fuch as you, and you of Timon.

2 Sen. The fenators of Athens greet thee, Timon.

Tim. I thank them. And would fend them back the

plague,

Could I but catch it for them.

i Sen. O, forget

What we are forry for our felves, in thee :

The Senator?, with one confent of love,

Intreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought

On fpecial dignities, which vacant lie

For
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For thy beft ufe and wearing.

2 Sen. They confefs

Tow'rd thee forgetfulnefs, too general, grofs;

Which now the publick body, (which doth feldom
Play the recanter) feeling in it felf

A lack of Timon y

s aid, hath fenfe withal

Of its own Fall, retraining aid to Timon ;

And fends forth us to make their forrowed Tender,
Together with a recompence more fruitful

Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ;

Ay, ev'n fuch heaps and iums of love and wealth,

As mall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs

;

And write in thee the figures of their love,

Ever to read them thine.

Tim. You witch me in it,

Surprize me to the very brink of tears :

Lend me a fool's heart, and a woman's eyes,

And Fil beweep thefe comforts, worthy fenators.

1 Sen. Therefore fo pleafe thee to return with us,

And of our Athens, thine and ours, to take

The Captainfhip : thou malt be met with thanks,

Allow'd with abfolute power, and thy good name
Live with authority : foon we mail "drive back
Of Alcibiades th' approaches wild,

Who, like a boar too favage, doth root up
His country's peace.

2 Sen. And ihakes his threatning fvvord

Againfl the walls of Athens.

I Sen. Therefore, Timon

Tfm. Well, Sir, I will ; therefore I will, Sir ; thus—
If Alcihiades kill my countrymen,

Let Alcihiades know this of Timon,

That Timon cares not. If he fack fair Athens,

And take our goodly aged men by th' beards,

Giving oar holy virgins to the flam

Of contumelious, beailly, mad-brain'd war ;

Then let him know, — and tell him, Timon fpeaks it J

In pity of our aged, and our youth,

I cannot chufe but tell him, that I care not.

And let him take't at worft i for their knives care not,

White
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While you have throats to anfwer. For my feUJ

There's not a whittle in th' unruly camp,
But I do prize it at my love, before

The reverend'fl throat in Athens. So I leave you
To the protection of the profpVous Gods,
As thieves to keepers.

Fla. Stay not, all's in vain.

'Tim. Why, I was writing ofmy epitaph,

It will be feen to morrow. My long ficknefs

Of health and living now begins to mend,
And nothing brings me all things. Go, live fl ill 1

Be Alcibiades your plague ; you his ;

And laft fo long enough !

1 Sen. We fpeak in vain.

Tim. But yet I love my Country, and am not

One that rejoices in the common wreck,

As common Bruite doth put it.

1 Sen. That's well fpoke.

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen.
2 Sen. Thefe words become your lips, as they pafs

thro' them.

2 Sen. And enter in our ears, like great triumphers

In their applauding gates.

Tim. Commend me to them,

And tell them, that to eafe them of their griefs,

Their fears of hoftile ftrokes, their aches, loiles,

Their pangs of love, with other incident Throes,

That nature's fragile veffel doth fuftain

In life's uncertain voyage, I will do

Some kindnefs to them, teach them to prevent

Wild Alcibiades* wrath.

2 Sen. I like this well, he will return again.

Tim. I have a Tree, which grows here in my Clofe,

That mine own ufe invites me to cut down,
And fhortly mull I fell it. Tell my friends,

Tell Athens, in the frequence of degree,

From high to low throughout, that whofo pleafe

To flop affliction, let him take his Hafte

;

Come hither, ere my Tree hath felt the ax,

And har.g himfelf— I pray you, do my Greeting.
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F/a. Vex him no further, thus you ftffl mall find him.
Tim. Come not to me again, but fay to Athene

Timon hath made his everlaiting manfion

Upon the beached verge of the fait flood

;

Which once a-day with his emboffed froth

The turbulent furge (hall cover : Thither come,
And let my grave-ftone be your oracle.

Lips, let four words go by, and language end ;

What is amifs, plague and infection mend

!

Graves only be men's works, and death their gain!

Sun, hide thy beams ! Tirnon hath done his Reign.

[Exit Timonr
1 Sett. His difcontents are unremoveably coupled to

his* nature.

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead ; let us return,

And ftrain what other means is left unto us

In our dear peril.

1 Sen. It requires fwift foot. [Exeunt,

SCENE changes to the Walls cf Athens.

Enter tuoo other Senators, 'with a Meffenger.

t Sen. * I** HOU haft painfully difcover'd ; are his files

J[ As full as thy report ?

Mef. I have fpoke the leaft.

Beiides, his expedition promifes

Prefent Approach.

2 Sen. We ftand much hazard, if they bring noi

Timon.

Mef. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend

;

Who, though in general part we were opposed,

Yet our old love made a particular force,

And made us (peak like friends. This man was riding

From Alcibiades to Timon
r
$ Cave,

With letters of intreaty, which imported

His fellowfhip i'th' Caufe againft your City,

In part for his fake movM%

Enter
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Enter the other Senators.

i Sen. Here come our Brothers.

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expec"l.—

i

The enemies' Drum is heard, and fearful Scouring

Doth choak the air with dull. In, and prepare ;

Ours is the fall, I fear, our foes the fnare. Exeunt.

Enter a Soldier in the woods, feeking Timon.

Sol. By all Defcription this fhould be the place.

Who's here ? fpeak, ho. No anfwer? ^
What is this ?

Timon is dead, who hath out-ftretch'd his fpan

;

Some beafi rear'd this ; here does not live a man. (31)
Dead, fure, and this his grave ; what's on this tomb ?

I cannot read ; the character I'll take with wax ;

Our Captain hath in every figure skill,

An ag'd interpreter, tho
1 young in days

:

Before proud Athens he's let down by this,

Who's Fall the mark of his ambition is. \Exit.

SCENE, before the Walls 0/ Athens.

Trumpets found. Enter Alcibiades with his Towers.

Ale. POUNDto this coward and lafcivious town
Our terrible Approach.

\_Sound a parley. The Senators appear upon the walls,

'Till now you have gone on, and fili'd the time

With all licentious meafure, making your wills

The fcope of juftice. 'Till now my ielf, and fuch

(31) Some beaft read this : here does not live a Man.] Some
Beaft read what? The Soldier had yet only feen the rude Pile

of Earth heap'd up for Timon** Grave, and not the Injcnption

upon it. My Friend Mr. Warburton ingenioully advis'd me to

amend the Text, as 1 have done. The Loldier, feeking by Or-

der for Timon, fees fuch an irregular Mole, as he conclude* muft

have been the Workmanftip of fome Beaft inhabiting the

Woodi; and luch a Cavity, as eit her muft have been lb over-

arch'd, or happen'd by the cafUul Falling in of the Ground.

As
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As flept within the (hadow of your Power,
Have wander'd with our traverit arms, and breathed

Our fufferance vainly. Now the time is flufh,

When crouching marrow in the bearer ftrong

Cries, of itfelf, no more : now breathlefs wrong
Shall fit and pant in your great Chairs of eafe,

And purfy Iniblence mail break his wind
With fear and horrid flight.

1 Sen. Noble and young,

When thy firft griefs were but a meer conceit,

Ere thou hadil power, or we had caufe to fear;

We fent to thee, to give thy rages balm,

To wipe out our ingratitude, with loves

Above their quantity.

2 Sen. So did we woo (32)

Transformed 1'imon to our city's love

By humble meffage, and by promis'd 'mends:
We were not all unkind, nor all deferve

The common ftroke of war.

1 Sen. Thefe walls of ours

Were not eredled by their hands, from whom
You have receiv'd your griefs : nor are they fuch,

That thefe great tow'rs, trophies, and fchools fnould fall

For private faults in them.

2 Sen. Nor are they living,

Who were the motives that you firfl went out

:

Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excefs (33)
Hath

(32) So did we wooe

Transformed Timon to our City's Love

By humble Mejfa^e, and by promis'd means:] Promis'd Means

muft import a Supply of Subftance, the recruiting his funk For-

tunes 5 but that is not all, in my Mind, that the Poet would

aim at. The Senate had wooed him with humble MefTage,

and Promife of general Reparation for their Injuries and In-

gratitude. This fecms included in the flight Change which I

have made and by promt s'd 'mends: and this Word, apof-

trophe'd, or otherwife, is ufed in common with ^Amends.

(n) Shame, that they wanted Cunning in Excefs,

Hath broke their HeartsA i, e. in other Terms,—Shame, that

they
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Hath broke their hearts. March on, oh, noble lord,

Into our city with thy banners fpread ;

By decimation and a tithed death,

If thy revenges hunger for that food

Which nature loaths, take thou the deftin'd tenth :

And by the hazard of the fpotted die,

Let die the fpotted.

1 Sen. All have not offended:

For thofe that were, it is not fquare to take

On thofe that are, revenge : Crimes, like to lands,

Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman,
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage >

Spare thy Athenian cradle, and thofe kin,

Which in the blufter of thy wrath mult fall

With thofe that have offended ; like a fhepherd,

Approach the fold, and cull th' infe&ed forth ;

But kill not all together.

2 Sen. What thou wilt,

Thou rather malt enforce it with thy fmile,

Than hew to't with thy fword.

1 Sen. Set but thy foot

Again!!: our rampir'd gates, and they (hall ope;

So thou wilt fend thy gentle heart before,

To fay, thou'lt enter friendly.

2 Sen. Throw thy glove,

Or any token of thine Honour elfe,

That thou wilt ufe the wars as thy redrefs,

And not as our confufion : all thy Powers

Shall make their harbour in our town, till we
Have feal'd thy full defire.

Ale. Then there's my glove

;

they were not the cunning'ft Men alive, hath been the Caufe

of their Death. For Cunning tn Excefs muft mean this or no-

thing. O brave Editors'. They had heard it faid, that too

much Wit in fome Cafes might be dangerous, arrd why not an

abfolute Want of it ? But had they the Skill or Courage to re-

move one perplexing Comma, the cafy and genuine Senfe would

immediately arife. " Shame in Excefs (i. e. Extremity of

" Shame) that they wanted Cunning ( i. c. that they were not

M wife enough not to banifh youj) hath broke their Hearts.''

Defcend,
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Defcend, and open your uncharged ports

;

Thofe enemies of Timon*s, and mine own,
Whom you your felves mail fet out for reproof,

Fall, and no more ; and to atone your fears

With my more noble meaning, not a man
Shall pafs his quarter, or offend the dream
Of regular juftice in your city's bounds

;

But fhall be remedied by publick laws

At heavieir. anfwer.

Both. 'Tis moft nobly fpoken.

Jilc. Defcend, and keep your words.

Enter a Soldier.

Sold. My noble General, Timon is dead ;

Entomb'd upon the very hem o'th' fea

;

And on the grave-ftone this Infculpture, which
With wax I brought away ; whofe foft impreffion

Interpreted for my poor ignorance.

[Alcibiades reads the epitaph.}

Here lies a wretched coarfe, of wretchedfoul bereft

:

Seek not my name : a plague confume you caitiffs left I

Here lye / Timon, *who all living men did hate,

Pafs by, and curfe thyfill, but fay not here thy gaite*

Thefe well exprefs in thee thy latter fpirits

:

Tho' thou abhor'dft in us our human griefs,

Scorn'dft our brains' flow, and thofe our droplets, which
From niggard nature fall ; yet rich conceit (34)

Taught

(34.) yet rich Conceit

Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye

On thy low Grave, en faults forgiven. Dead
Is noble Timon, of whofe Memory
Hereafter more. ] All the Editors, in their Learning and

Sagacity, have fuffer'd an unaccountable Abfurdity to pafs them
in this Paffage. Why was Neptune to weep on Timon's Faults

forgiven? Or, indeed, what Faults had Timon committed, ex-

cept againft his own Fortune and happy Situation in Life? But
;

the Corruption of the Text lies only in the bad Pointing, which
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Taught thee to make vaft Neptune weep for aye
On thy low grave. -On: faults forgiven.— Dead
Is noble Timon, of whofe memory
Hereafter more Bring me into your City,

And I will ufe the Olive with my Sword;
Make War breed Peace ; make Peace Hint War ; make

each

Prefcribe to other, as each other's Leach.

Let our drums itrike. [Exeunt.

1 have difengag'd, and reftor'd to the true Meaning. Alcibi-

ades's whole Speech, as the Editors might have obferv'd, is in

Breaks, betwixt his Reflexions on Timon's Death, and his Ad-
dreifes to the ^Athenian Senators : and as foon as he has com-
mented on the Place of Timon's Grave, he bids the Senate fet

forwards tells 'em, he has forgiven then Faults -

9 and promifes

to ufe them with Mercy,

TITUS
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ANDRONICUS.



Dramatis Perfonas

Saturninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and after*

wards declared Emperor himfelf.

Baffianus, Brother to Saturninus, in Love with Lavinia.

Titus Andronicus, a Noble Roman, General againft the

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the "People, and Brother

to Titus.

Marcus, \

Mutius, r

Young Lucius, a Boy, Son to Lucius.

Publius, Son to Marcus the Tribune, and Nephew to

Titus Andronicus.

Sempronius.

Alarbus, 1
Chiron, > Sons to Tamora.
Demetrius, j v

Aaron, a Mcor, belo^Sd by Tamora.
Captain, from Titus' s Camp.
,/Emilius, a Mefenger.
Goths, and Romans.
Clown.

Tamora, Queen of the Goths, and afterwards married

to Saturninus.

Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus.

Nurfe, with a Black- a-moor Child.

Senators, Judges, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants.

Goths.

Quintus,

Lucius,
Sons to Titus Andronicus.

SCENE, Rome ; and the Country near it.
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ACT L

SCENE, before the Capitol in R O M E.'

Enter the Tribunes and Senators aloft , 14 the Senate.

Enter Saturninus and his followers, at one door ; and

Baffianus and hisfollowers, at the other, with Drum
and Colours.

Saturn inus.
OBLE Patricians, Patrons ofmy Right,

_ Defend the juftice of my Caufe with arms:

S * And Countrymen, my loving followers,

Gjgap Plead my fucceffive title with your fwords..

S^^S^^S * am t^1€ fi r^-born Son of him, that laft

^^^P^iLi; Wore the imperial Diadem of Rome

:

Then let my father's honours live in me,

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity.

Baf. Romans, friends, foll'wers, favourers ofmy Right,

If ever BaJJianus, C&far^s fon,

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome,

Keep then this paflage to the Capitol

;

And fuffer not difhonour to approach

Th* imperial Seat, to virtue consecrate,

To juftice, continence, and ncbility :

But let Defert in pure election mine

;

And,
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And, Romans, ' fight for freedom in your choice.

Enter Marcus Andronicus aloft, tvitb the Crown.

Mar. Princes, that flrive by factions, and by friends,

Ambitiouily for Rule and Empery f

Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we Hand
A fpecial party, have by common voice,

In election for the Roman Empery,
Chofen Andronicus, fur-named Pius,

For many good and great deferts to Rome.

A nobler man, a braver warrior,

Lives not this day within our city-walls.

He by the Senate is accited home,
From weary wars againft the barb'rous Goths ;

That with his Tons (a terror to our foes)

Hath yoak'd a nation ftrong, train'd up in arms.

Ten years are fpent, fince nrft, he undertook

This Caufe of Rome, and chaftifed with arms
Our enemies' pride. Five times he hath return'd

Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant fons

In coffins from the field.

And now at laft, laden with Honour's Spoils,

Returns the good Andronicus to Rome,

Renowned Titus, flourifhing in arms.

Let us intreat, by honour of his Name,
Whom (worthily) you would have now fucceed,

And in the Capitol and Senate's Right,

Whom you pretend to honour and adore,

That you withdraw you, and abate your ftrength

;

Difmifs your followers, and, as fuitors mould,

Plead your deferts in peace and humblenefs.

Sat. How fair the Tribune fpeaks, to calm my
thoughts

!

Baf. Marcus Andronicus, fo I do affie

In thy uprightnefs and integrity,

And fo I love and honour thee and thine ;

Thy noble brother Titus, and his fons,

And her, to whom our thoughts are humbled oil,

Gracious Laruinia, Rome's rich Ornament;

That I will here difmifs my loving friends

;
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And to my fortunes, and the people's favour,

Commit my Caufe in ballance to be weighed.

[Exeunt Soldiers,

Sat. Friends, that have been thus forward in my Right,

I thank you all, and here difmiis you all

;

And to the love and favour of my country

Commit my felf, my perfon and the Caufe :

Rome, be as juft and gracious unto me,
As I am confident and kind to thee.

Open the gates, and let me in.

Baf Tribunes, and Me, a poor Competitor.

[They go up into the Senate-houfe.

Enter a Captain.

Cap. Romans, make way : the good Andronicus,

Patron of virtue, Rome's beft champion,

Succefsful in the battels that he fights,

With honour and with fortune is return'd,

From whence he circumfcribed with his fword,

And brought to yoke the enemies of Rome.

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and then enter Mutius and
Marcus : after them, tivo men bearing a coffin cover d
with black-, then Quintus and Lucius. After them,

Titus Andronicus ; and then Tamora, the Queen of
Goths, Alarous, Chiron, and Demetrius, with Aa-
ron the Moor, prifoners ; foldiers, and other atten-

dants. They fet down the coffin, and Titus fpeaks*

lit. Hail, Rome, victorious in my mourning weeds \ (i)

Lo, as the Bark, that hath dilcharg'd her freight,

Returns with precious lading to the bay,

From whence at firft me weigh'd her anchorage ;

(1) Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning Weeds .'] Mr, War-
burton and I concurr'd to fufpeft that the Poet wrote j

in my mourning Weeds.

i» c. Titus would fay ;
" Thou, Rome, art victorious, tho' I am

« c a Mourner for thofc Sons which I have left in obtaining

I that Viclory."

Vo l. VI. I Cometh
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Cometh Andronicus with laurel boughs,

To re-falute his Country with his tears

;

Tears of true joy for his Return to Rome.
Thou great Defender of this Capitol,

Stand gracious to the Rites that we intend !

Romans, of five and twenty valiant fons,

Half of the number that King Priam had,

Behold the poor Remains, alive and dead !

Thefe, that furvive, let Rome reward with love

;

Thefe, that I bring unto their latefr, home,
With burial among their Anceflors.

Here Goths have given me leave to lheath my fword

:

Titus, unkind, and carelefs of thine own,
Why furrer'ft thou thy Sons, unburied yet,

To hover on the dreadful fhore of Styx t

Make way to lay them by their brethren.

[They open the Tomb.
There greet in filence, as the dead are wont,
And fleep in peace, flain in your country's wars

:

O facred receptacle of my joys,

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility,

How many fons of mine hall thou in fiore,

That thou wilt never render to me more ?

Luc. Give us the proudeft prifoner of the Goths,

That we may hew his limbs, and on a pile,

Ad ?nanes Fratrum facrifice his flefh,

Before this earthly prifon of their bones :

That fo the fhadows be not unappeas'd,

Nor we difturb'd with prodigies on earth.

Tit. I give him you, the nobleft that furvives

:

The eldeft fon of this diilrelTed Queen.

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren, gracious Conqueror,

Victorious Titus , rue the tears I fried,

A mother's tears in paflion for her fon

:

And, if thy fons were ever dear to thee,

O, think my fons to be as dear to me.

Sufficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, ( 2)

To
(2) Sufficeth not, that vje are brought to Rome,
To beautify thy Triumphs^ and return

Captive
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To beautify thy Triumphs and Return,

Captive to thee and to thy Roman yoak ?

But muft my fons be flaughter'd in the ftreets,

For valiant doings in their country's caufe?

O ! if to fight for King and Common-weal
Were Piety in thine, it is in thefe :

Andronicus , {tain not thy tomb with blood.

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the Gods ?

Draw near them then in being merciful

;

Sweet Mercy is Nobility's true badge.

Thrice- noble Titus, fpare my firft-born fon.

Tit, Patient your felf, Madam, and pardon me.
Thefe are their brethren, whom you Goths behold

Alive and dead, and for their brethren flain

Religioufly they ask a Sacrifice ;

To this your fon is markt, and die he mufl,

T'appeafe their groaning lhadows that are gone.

Luc, Away with him, and make a fire ftraight.

And with our fwords, upon a pile of wood,
Let's hew his limbs, 'till they be clean confum'd.

{Exeunt Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius

with Alarbus.

Tarn. O cruel, irreligious, piety !

Chi. Was ever Scythia half fo barbarous ?

Dem~ Oppofe me, Scythia, to ambitious Rome.
Alarbus, go to reft ! and we furvive

To tremble under Titus'* threatning looks.

Then, Madam, Hand refolv'd ; but hope withal,

Captive to thee and to thy Roman Toal^?] It is evident, as this

PafTage has hitherto been pointed, none of the Editors under-

ftood the true Meaning. If Tamora and her Family return

captive to \ome, they mull have been before Piifoners of War
to the Romans: and that is more than what is hinted, or fup-

pos'd, any where in the Play. But the Truth is, return is not

a Verb but a Subftantive; and relates to Titus and not to Ta-

mora: The Regulation I have given the Texr, I dare warrant

xeftores the Author's Intention.

To beautify thy Triumphs and Return,

I 2 The

f
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The felf-fame Gods, that arm'd the Queen of Troy (3)
With opportunity of lharp revenge
Upon the Thracian tyrant in her Tent,
May favour Tamora, the Queen of Goths ,

(When Goths were Goths, and Ta?nora was Queen)
To quit her bloody wrongs upon her foes.

Enter Mutius, Marcus, Quintus and Lucius.

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform'd
Our Roman rites : Alarbus* limbs arelopt

;

And intrails feed the facrificing fire ;

Whofe fmoke, like incenfe, doth perfume the sky.

Remaineth nought but to inter cur brethren,

And with loud 'iarums welcome them to Rome.
Tit. Let it be fo, and let Andronicus

Make this his lateft farewel to their fouls.

[Then found trumpets, and lay the coffins in the tomh.

In peace and honour reft you here, my fons,

Rome\ readieft champions, repofe you here,

Secure from worldly chances and milhaps :

Here lurks no treafon, here no envy fwells

;

Here grow no damned grudges, here no ftorms,

No noife : but filence and eternal fleep : I

In peace and honour reft you here, my fons

!

Enter Lavinia.

Lav- In peace and honour live lord Titus long,

My noble lord and father, live in fame

!

Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears

0) The felf-fame Gods, that arnfd the Queen of Troy

Wuh opportunity of fl:<trp revenue

Upon the Thracian Tyrant in his Tmt, &c] I read, againft

the Authority of all the Copies, in her Tint 5 i. e. in the

Tent where fhe and the other Trojan Captive Women were

kept: for thithei Hecuba by a Wile had decoy'd Pol)mneJlor,

in oider to perpetrate her Revenge. This we may learn from
E u r 1 pi i) f.s's Hecuba ; the only Author, that I can at pre-

fent remember, from whom our Winer mud have glean'd this

Circumftance.

I render,
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I render, for my brethrens' obfequies

:

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy

Shed on the earth, for thy Return to Rome.

O, blefs me here with thy victorious hand,

Whofe fortune Rome's bell citizens applaud.

Tit. Kind Rome, that haft thus lovingly referv'd

The Cordial of mine age, to glad mine heart !

Lavinia, live; out-live thy lather's days, (4)

In Fame's eternal Date for virtue's praife

!

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother,

Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome !

Tit. Thanks, gentle Tribune, noble brother Marcus,

Mar. And welcome, Nephews, from fuccefsful war?,

You that furvive, and you that ileep in fame :

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all,

That in your country's fervice drew your fwords.

But fafer triumph is this funeral pomp,
That hath afpir'd to Solon's happinefs

;

And triumphs over chance, in Honour's bed.

Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome,
Whofe friend in juftice thou haft ever been,

Send thee by me their Tribune, and their truft,

This Palliament of white and fpotlefs hue;
And name thee in election for the Empire,
With thefe our late-deceaied Emperor's tons

:

Be Candidatus then, and put it on 5

And help to fet a head on headlefs Rome.
Tit. A better head her glorious body fits,

Than his, that makes for age and feeblenefs

:

What ! mould I don this robe, and trouble you ?

Be chofe with Proclamations to day,

To morrow yield up Rule, refign my life,

And fet abroach new bufmefs for you all ?

(4) Lavinia, live; out- live tby Father's days :

And Fame's eternal date for Virtue's praife ! ] Were the Text
to be admitted genuine, nothing could be fo abfurd as for
Titus to wi(h, his Daughter might out-live the eternal Date of
Fame. I have, by the Change of a fingle Monofyllable, re-

ftox'd the PafTage to a fcnfible and kind Wifli.

I 3 Rome,
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Rome, I have been thy foldier forty years,

And led my country's ftrength fuccefsfully

;

And buried one and twenty valiant fons,

Knighted in field, (lain manfully in arms,

In Right and Service of their noble Country.
Give me a ftafr of honour for mine age,

But not a fceptre to controul the world.

Upright he held it, lords, that held it laft.

Mar. Titus, thou (halt obtain and ask the Empery.
Sat. Proud and ambitious Tribune, canft thou ttll—
Tit. Patience, Prince Saturninus.

Sat. Romans, do me Right.

Patricians, draw your fwords, and Ihcath them not
'Till Saturninus be Rome's Emperor.
Andronicus, would thou wert Ihipt to hell,

Rather than rob me of the people's hearts.

Luc. Proud Saturnine, interrupter of the Good
That ncble-minded Titus means to thee.

Tit. Content thee, Prince ; I will reftore to thee

The people's hearts, and wean them from themlelves.

Baf. Andronicus, I do not flatter thee,

Bat honour thee, and will do 'till I die :

My faction if thou ftrengthen with thy friends,

I will moll thankful be ; and Thanks to men
Of noble minds is honourable meed.

Tit. People of Rome, and noble Tribunes here,

I ask your voices, and your fuffrages;

Will you beftow them friendly on Andronicus ?

Mar. To gratify the good Andronicus

And gratulate his fafe Return to Rome,

The people will accept whom he admits.

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you, and this fuit I make,
That you create your Emperor's eldeft fon,

Lord Saturnine ; whofe virtues will, I hope,

Reflect on Rome, as Titan's rays on earth,

And ripen juftice in this Common-weal.
Then if you will elect by my advice,

Crown him, and fay,— Long live our Emperor f

Mar. With voices and applaufe of every fort,

Patricians and Plebeians, we create

Lord
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Lord Saturninus, Rome's great Emperor

;

And fay,— Long live our Emperor Saturnine !

[A long flourijh, till they come down*
Sat, Titus Andronicus* for thy favours done

To us in our Election this day,

I give thee thanks in part of thy deferts,

And will with deeds requite thy gentlenefs

:

And for an onfet, Titus, to advance

Thy name, and honourable family,

Lavinia will I make my Emperefs,

Rome^s royal Miftrefs, Miftrefs of my heart,

And in the facred Pantheon her efpoufe :

Tell me, Andronicus, doch this motion pleafe thee ?

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord ; and, in this match,
I hold me highly honour'd of your Grace :

And here in fight of Rome, to Saturninus,

King and Commander of our Common-weal,
The wide world's Emperor, do I confecrate

My fword, my chariot, and my prifoners

;

Prefents well worthy Rome's imperial lord.

Receive them then, the Tribute that I owe,
Mine Honour's Enligns humbled at thy feet.

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, father of my life

!

How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts,

Rome mail record ; and when I do forget

The leaft of thefe unfpeakable deferts,

Romans, forget your fealty to me.

Tit. Now, Madam, are you prifoner to an Emperor

;

To him, that for your honour and your ftate

Will ufe you nobly, and your followers.

Sat. A goodly lady, truft me, of the hue
[To TamoraJ

That I would chufe, were I to chufe anew :

Clear up, fair Queen, that cloudy countenance ;

Tho' chance of war hath wrought this change of cheer,

Thou com' ft not to be made a fcorn in Rome

:

Princely fhall be thy ufage every way.
Reft on my word, and let not difcontent

Daunt all your hopes : Madam, who comforts ycu,

Can make you greater than the Queen of Goths.

I 4 La<vinia>
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Lavinia, you are not difpleas'd with this ?

Lav. Not I, my lord ; fith true nobility

Warrants thefe words in princely courteHe.

Sat. Thanks, fweet Lavinia ; Romans, let us go.
Ranfomlefs here we fet our prifoners free ;

Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum.
Baf. Lord Titus, by your Leave, this Maid is mine.

[Seizing Lavinia.
Tit. How, Sir ? are you in earner! then, my lord ?

Baf. Ay, noble Titus ; and refolv'd withal,

To do my felf this Reafon and this Right.

[The Emperor courts Tamora in dumbJhevs*
Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman jultice :

This Prince in juftice feizeth but hit> own.
Luc. And that he will, and ihall, if Lucius live.

Tit. Traitors, avant ! where is the Emperor's Guard ?

Treafon, my lord ; Lavinia is furpriz'd.

Sat. Surpriz'd ! by whom ?

Baf. By him, that juftly may
Bear his betroth'd from all the world away.

[Exit Balfianus voith Lavinia.

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away,
And with my fword I'll keep this door fecure.

Tit. Follow, my lord, and Ml foon bring her back.
Mut. My lord, you pafs not here. «

Tit. What ! villain-boy,

Barr'it me my way in Rome ? [He kills him,
Mut. Help, Lucius, help ?

Luc. My lord, you are unjuft, and more than fo ;

In wrongful quarrel you have flain your fon.

Tit. Nor thou, nor he, are any fons of mine:
My fons would never fo difhonour me.

Traitor, reflore Lavinia to the Emperor.

Luc. Dead, if you will, but not to be his wife,

That is another's lawful promit/d love.

Sat. No, Titus, no, the Emperor needs her not

;

Nor her, nor thee, nor any of thy ftock ;

I'll truft by leifure him, that mocks me once :

Thee never, nor thy traiterous haughty fons,

Confederates all, thus to difhonour me.
Was



Titus Andronicus. 201

Was there none elfe in Rome to make a Stale of,

Bat Saturnine? full well, Andronicus,

Agree thefe deeds with that proud Brag of thine,

That faid'ft, I begg'd the Empire at thy hands.

7*//. O monftrous ! what reproachful words are thefe ;

Sat. But go thy ways : go give that changing piece,

To him that flourinYd for her with his fword ;

A valiant fon- in-law thou (halt enjoy :

One fit to bandy with thy lawlefs fons,

To ruffle in the Commonwealth of Rome.

Tit. Thefe words are razors to my wounded heart.

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, Queen of Goths^

That, like the flately Phoebe 'mong her Nymphs,
Doft over-mine the gallant'll Dames of Rome ;

If thou be pleas'd with this my fudden choice,

Behold, I chufe thee, Tamora, for my bride,

And will create thee Emperefs of Rome.

Speak, Queen of Goths, doll thou applaud my choice I

And here I fwear by all the Roman Gods,
(Sith prieft and holy water are fo near,

And taper* burn fo bright, and every thing

In readinefs for Hymeneus Hands,)

I will not re-falute the itreets of Rome,
Or climb my Palace, 'till from forth this place

I lead efpous'd my bride along with me.
lam. And here in fight of heav'n to Rome I fwear,

If Saturnine advance the Queen of Goths,

She will a handmaid be to his defires,

A loving nurfe, a mother to his youth.

Sat. Afcend, fair Queen, Pantheon ; lords, accompany
Your noble Emperor, and his lovely bride,

Sent by the heavens for Prince Saturnine ;

Whofe v<ifdom hath her fortune conquered :

There ihali we confummate our fpouial rites. [Exeunt*

Manet Titus Andronicus.

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride*

Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone,

Difnonour'd thus, and challenged of wrongs I
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Enter Marcus Andronicus, Lucius, Quintus, and
Marcus.

Mar. Oh, Titus, fee, oh, fee, what thou haft done !

In a bad quarrel flain a virtuous fon.

Tit. No, foolifti Tribune, no : no fon of mine,
Nor thou, nor thefe confederates in the deed,

That hath difhonoured all our family

;

Unworthy brother, and unworthy fons.

Luc* But let us give him burial, as becomes

;

Give Mutius burial with our bretheren.

Tit. Traitors, away ! he refts not in this tomb ;

This Monument five hundred years hath Hood,

Which I have fumptuoufly re-edified :

Here none but foldiers, and Rome's Servitors,

Repofe in fame : none bafely flain in brawls.

Bury him where you can, he comes not here.

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you ;

My nephew Mutius" deeds do plead for him :

He mull be buried with his bretheren.

[Titus'/ fons /peak.

Sons. And fhall, or him we will accompany.

Tit. And mail ? what villain was it fpake that word ?

[Tit us'/ fon fpeaks.

$>uin. He, that would vouch't in any place but here,

Tit. What, would you bury him in my defpight ?

Mar. No, noble Titus ; but intreat of thee

To pardon Mutius, and to bury him.

Tit. Marcus, ev'n thou haft ftruck upon my Creft,

And with thefe boys mine Honour thou haft wounded.

My foes I do repute ycu every one,

So trouble me no more, but get you gone.

Luc. He is not himfelf, let us withdraw.

£>uin. Not I, 'till Mutius* bones be buried.

[The brother and the fons kneel.

Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead.

£>uin. Father, and in that name doth nature fpeak.

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the reft will fpeed.

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my foul,—
Luc.
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Luc. Dear father, foul and fubftance of us all, - -

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to inter

His noble Nephew here in virtue's neft,

That died in honour, and La<vinid§ caufe.

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous.

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax,

That flew himfelf ; and wife Laertes* ion

Did gracioufly plead for his funerals.

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy,

Be barr'd his entrance here.

Tit. Rife, Marcus, rife

The difmall'ft day is this, that e'er I faw,

To be difhonour'd by my fons in Rome

:

Well , bury him, and bury me the next.

[They put him in the tomh
Luc. There lie thy bones, fweet Mutius, with thy

friends,

'Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb

!

[They all kneel, andfay ;

No man Ihed tears for noble Mutius

;

He lives in fame, that died in virtue's caufe.

Mar. My lord, to ftep out of thefe dreary dumps,
How comes it, that the fubtle Queen of Goths

Is of a fudden thus advanc'd in Rome ?

Tit. I know not, Marcus ; but, I know, it is

;

If by device or no, the heav*ns can tell

:

Is me not then beholden to the man,
That brought her for this high good Turn fo far ?

Yes ; and will nobly him remunerate,

Ilourijb. Re-enter the Emperor, Tamora, Chiron, and
Demetrius, with Aaron the Moor, at one door. At

the other door, BafTianus and Lavinia with others.

Sat. So, Baffianus, you have plaid your prize ;

God give you joy, Sir, of your gallant bride.

Baf. And you of yours, my lord ; I fay no more,
Nor wiih no lefs, and fo I take my leave.

Sat. Tray tor, if Rame have law, or.we have power,

Thoit
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Thou and thy fa&ion fhall repent this Rape.

Baf. Rape call you it, my lord, to feize my own,
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ?

But let the laws of Rome determine all

;

Mean while I am poffeft of that is mine.

Sat. 'Tis good, Sir ; you are very fhort with us,

But, if we live, we'll be as fharp with you.

Baf. My lord, what I have done, as belt I may,
Anfwer I mull, and mall do with my life;

Only thus much I give your Grace to know,
By all the duties which I owe to Rome,

This noble gentleman, lord Titus here,

Is in opinion and in honour wrong'd 5

That in the refcue of Lavinia,

With his own hand did flay his youngeft {on,

In zeal to you, and highly mov'd to wrath

To be controul'd in that he frankly gave

;

Receive him then to favour, Saturnine ;

That hath expreft himfelf in all his deeds,

A father and a friend to thee, and Rome.

Tit. Prince Bajjianus, leave to plead my deeds.

'Tis thou, and thofe, that have diftionour'd me :

Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge,

How I have lov'd and honoured Saturnine.

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Ta/nora

Were gracious in thofe princely eyes of thine,

Then hear me fpeak, indifferently, for all

;

And at my fuit (fweet) pardon what is paft.

Sat. What, Madam I be dilhonour'd openly,

And bafely put it up without revenge ?

Tarn. Not fo, my lord; the Gods of Rome fore-

fend,

I fhould be author todifhonour you !

Bat, on mine honour dare I undertake

For good lord Titus'* innocence in all

;

Whole fury, not diffembled, fpeaks his griefs

:

Then, at my fuit, look gracioufly on him,

Lofe not fo noble a friend on vain Suppofe,

Nor with four looks afflicl his gentle heart.-——-
My
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My lord, be rul'd by me, be won at laft,

Diffemble all your griefs and difcontents :

You are but newly p'anted in your Throne

;

Left then the People and Patricians too,

Upon a juft furvey, take Titus' part

;

And fo fupplant us for ingratitude,

Which Rome reputes to be a heinous fin,

Yield at intreats, and then let me alone ;
[AJtde.

I'll find a day to maflacre them all,

And raze their fadtion, and their family,

The cruel father, and his traiterous fons,

To whom I fued for my dear fon's life

:

And make them know, what 'tis to let a Queen
Kneel in the ftreets, and beg for grace in vain.

—

-
Come, come, fweet Emperor, come, Andronicus - J

Take up this good old man, and chear the heart.

That dies in temped of thy angry frown.

Sat. Rife, Titus, rife; my Emprefs hath prevail'd.
Tit. I thank your Majeity, and her ; my lord,

Thefe words, thefe looks infufe new life in me.
Tarn. Titus, I am incorporate in Rome,

A Roman now adopted happily :

And muft advife the Emperor for his good.

This day all quarrels die, Andronicus,

And let it be my honour, good my lord,

That I have reconciled your friends and you,

For you, Prince BaJJtanus, I have paft

My word and promife to the Emperor,
That you will be more mild and tradable.

And fear not, lords ; and you, La<vinia,

By my advice all-humbled on your knees,

You mall ask pardon of his Majefty.

Luc . We do, and vow to heaven and to his Highneis,
That what we did was mildly, as we might,

Tendring our filler's honour and our own.
Mar. That on mine honour here I do protefl.

Sat.. Away, and talk not ; trouble U3 no more.——
Tarn. Nay, nay, fweet Emperor, we muft all be

friends.

The Tribune and his Nephews kneel for grace,

i win
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I will not be denied ; fweet heart, look back.

Sat. Marcus, for thy fake, and thy brother's here,

And at my lovely Tamords intreats,

I do remit thefe young men's heinous faults.

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl,

I found a friend ; and fure, as death, I fwore,

I would not part a batchelor from the prieft.

Come, if the Emperor's Court can feaft two brides %

You are my gueft, La tvi?iia, and your friends

;

This day mall be a love-day, Tamora.

Tit. To morrow an it pleafe your Majefty,

To hunt the Panther and the Hart with me,
With horn and hound, we'll give your Grace Bon-jour,

Sat. Be it fo, Titus, and gramercy too. [Exeunt.

ACT II.

SCENE, before the Palace.

Enter Aaron alone.

Aaron.

NOW climbeth Tamora Olympus* top,

Safe out of fortune's Ihot ; and fits aloft,

Secure of thunder's crack, or lightning flafh ;

Advanced above pale envy's threatning reach.

As when the golden fun falutes the morn,

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams,

Gallops the Zodiack in his gliftring coach,

And over-looks the highefl-peering hills :

So Tamora
Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait,

And virtue lioops and trembles at her frown.

Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts,

To mount aloft with thy imperial miitrefs,

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph long

Haft prifoner held, fetter'd in amorous chains

;

And
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And fader bound to Aaron's charming eyes,

Than is Prometheus ty'd to Caucafus.

Away with flavifh weeds, and idle thoughts,

I will be bright and mine in pearl and gold,

To wait upon this new-made Emperefs.

To wait, faid I ? to wanton with this Queen,
This Goddefs, this Semiramis ; this Queen,
This Syren, that will charm Romey

s Saturnine,

And fee his fhipwreck, and his common-weal's.

Holla ! what ftorm is this ?

Enter Chiron and Demetrius, braving.

Dem. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wants edge
And manners, to intrude where I am grac'd;

And may, for aught thou know'il, affecled be.

Chi. Demetrius, thou doft over-ween in all,

And fo in this, to bear me down with Braves

:

'Tis not the difference of a year or two
Makes me lefs gracious, or thee more fortunate ;

I am as able, and as fit as thou,

To ferve, and to deferve my miftrefs' grace

;

And that my fword upon thee mail approve,

And plead my paffion for Lavinia's love.

Aar. Clubs, clubs ! thefe lovers will not keep
the peace.

Dem. Why, boy, although our mother (unadvised)

Gave you a dancing rapier by your fide,

Are you fo defp'rate grown to threat your friends ?

Go to ; have your lath glued within your meath,
'Till you know better how to handle it.

Chi. Mean while, Sir, with the little skill I have,

Full well fnalt thou perceive how much I dare.

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye fo brave ? [They dra
Aar. Why, how now, lords ?

So near the Emperor's Palace dare you draw ?

And maintain fuch a Quarrel openly ?

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge :

I would not for a million of gold,

The Caufe were known to them it moil concerns.

Nor would your noble mother, for much more,
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Be fo difhonour'd in the Court of Rome.

For mame, put up.—

—

Chi. Not I, 'till I have fheath'd (5)

My rapier inhisbofom, and withal

Thruft thefe reproachful fpeeches down his throat,

That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here.

Dem, For that I am prepared and full refolv'd, —

—

Foul-fpoken coward ! thou thundreft with thy tongue*

And with thy weapon nothing dar'ft perform.

Aar. Away, I fay.

Now by the Gods, that warlike Goths adore,

This petty Brabble will undo us all

;

Why, lords—- and think you not, how dangerous

It is to jet upon a Prince's right ?

What is Lawinia then become fo loofe,

Or BaJJianus fo degenerate,

That for her love fuch quarrels may be broach t,

Without controulment, juftice, or revenge ?

Young lords, beware— and mould the Emprefs know
This difcord's ground, the mufick would not pleafe.

Chi. I care not, I, knew me and all the world ;

I love Lavinia more than all the world.

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make fome meaner
choice ;

Lawin ia is thy elder brother's hope.

Aar. Why, are ye mad ! or know ye not, in Rome
How furious and impatient they be,

And cannot brook competitors in love ?

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths

By this Device.

Chi. Aaron, a thoufand deaths would I propofe>
To atchieve her whom I do love.

(5) Not 7, Hili I have fieath'd

My in Lis bofom, ] This Speech, which has

been all along given to Dtmetrius, as the next has been to

Chiron, 1 have, by the Advice of Mr. Warburton, vice verfa,

given to Cbirin and Demetrius: for it is Demetrius, as it ap-

peals from the Tenour of the Scene, who had thiown out re-

proachful Speeches on Chiron.

Aar,
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Jar. To atchieve her how ?

Dem. Why mak'ft thou it fo ftrange ?

She is a woman, therefore may be woo'd ;

She is a woman, therefore may be won ;

She is Lavinia, therefore muft be lov'd.

What, man ! more Water glideth by the mill

Than wots the miller of ; and eafie it is

Of a cut loaf to Heal a fhive, we know:
Tho' Bajfianus be the Emperor's brother,

Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge.

Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninusxn&y . [Afide.

Dem. Then why mould he defpair, that knows to

court it

With words, fair looks, and liberality ?

Wr
hat, haft thou not full often ftruck a doe,

And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nofe ?

Aar. Why then, it feems, fome certain fnatch or fo

Would ferve your turns.

Chi. Ay, fo the turn were ferved.

Dem. Aaron, thou haft hit it.

Aar. 'Would you had hit it too,

Then fhould not we be tired with this ado :

Why, hark ye, hark ye— and are you fuch fools, (6)

To iquare for this ? would it offend you then

That both mould fpeed!

Chi. Faith, not me.
Dem. Nor me, fo I were one.

Aar. For Ihame, be friends ; and join for that you jar,

'Tis policy and ftratagem muft do

(6) 1 and are you fuch Fools

To fquare for this? — ,— Would it offend you then

Chi. Faith, not me.

Dem. Nor me, fo I "were one.'] This is, Verbum fat faptentt 9

with a Vengeance. The two Brothers fhew more Sagacity in

this Paflage, than they do throughout the Play befides; for

they make their Anfwer to xAaron> without ever {laying to

hear him propound his Queftion. But there is no Occalion for

this Spirit of Divination. The Supplement, which 1 have made,
is reftor'd from the Old Quarto, which Mr. Pope pretends to

have collated.

That
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That you affect ; and fo mull you refolve,

That what you cannot, as you would, atchieve,

You may perforce accomplifh as you may

.

Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chafle

Than this Lavinia, Bajfianus* love ;

A fpeedier courfe than lingring languifhment

Muft we purfue, and I have found the path.

My lords, a folemn hunting is in hand,

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop:

The foreit-walks are wide and fpacious,

And many unfrequented Plots there are,

Fitted by kind for rape and villany :

Single you thither then this dainty doe,

And lirike her home by force, ifnot by words :

This way, or not at all, ftand you in hope.

Come, come, our Emprefs with her facred wit

To Villany and vengeance confecrate,

We will acquaint with all that we intend ;

And fhe fhall file our engines with advice,

That will not fuffer you to fquare your felves,

But to your wifhes' height advance you both.

The Emperor's Court is like the Houfe of Fame,
The Palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears

:

The woods are ruthlefs, dreadful, deaf and dull :

There fpeak, and fhike, brave boys, and take your turns.

There ferve your lufts, fhadow'dfrom heaven's eye »

And revel in La<vinic?s Treafury.

Chi. Thy ccunfel, lad, fmells of no cowardife.

Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, 'till I find the dream

To cool this heat, a charm to calm thefe fits,

Per Styga, per Manes vehor. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Foreji.

Enter Titus Andronicus and his three Sons, with hounds

and horns , and Marcus.

Ji'/.'TpHE Hunt is up, the morn is bright and gray;

The fields are fragrant, and the woods are

green :

Uncouple
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Uncouple here, and let us make a Bay :

And wake the Emperor and his lovely Bride,

And rouze the Prince, and ring a hunters peal,

That all the Court may echo with the noife.

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours,

To tend the Emperor's perfon carefully :

J have been troubled in my fleep this night,

But dawning day new comfort hath infpir'd.

Here a cry of hounds, and wind horns in a peal: then

enter Saturninus, Tamora, Baffianus, Lavinia, Chiron*
Demetrius and their Attendants.

Tit. Many good morrows to your Majelly ;

Madam, to you as many and as good,

promifed your Grace a hunter's peal.

Sat. And you have rung it luriily, my lords,

Somewhat too early for new-married ladies.

Baf. Lavinia, how fay you ?

Lav. I fay, no

:

I have been broad awake two hours and more.

Sat. Come on then, horfe and chariots let us have/

And to our fport : Madam, now ye mail fee

Our Roman Hunting.

Mar. I have dogs, my lord,

Will rouze the proudeft Panther in the chafe,

And climb the highefl promontory- top.

Tit, And I have horfe will follow, where the game
Makes way, and run like fvvallows o'er the plain.

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not, we, with horfe nor hound ;

But hope to pluck a dainty Doe to ground. [Exeunt,

SCENE changes to a defart part of the Forejl.

Enter Aaron alone.

Aar. T TE, that had wit, would think, that I had none*

J. A To bury fo much gold under a tree

;

And never after to inherit it.

Let him, that thinks of me fo abjectly,

Know, that this gold muft coin a ftratagem

;

Which,
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Which, cunningly effected, will beget
A very excellent piece of villany ;

And fo repofe, Tweet gold, for their unreft,

That have their alms out of the Emprefs' cheft.

Enter Tamora.

Tarn. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'H thou fad,

When every thing doth make a gleeful boaft ?

The birds chaunt melody on every bum,
The fnake lies rolled in ihe chearful fun,

The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind,
And make a checquer'd fhadow on the ground :

Under their fweet made, Aaron, let us fit,

And whilfl the babling Echo mocks the hounds,
Replying fhrilly to the well-tun'd horns,

As if a double Hunt were heard at once,

Let us fit down and mark their yelling noife :

And after conflict, fuch as was fuppos'd

The wandring Prince and Dido onceenjoy'd,

When with a happy ftorm they were furpriz'd,

And curtain'd with a counfel-keeping cave ;

We may, each wreathed in the other's arms,

(Our pafdmes done) poffefs a 'golden {lumber ;

Whilfl hounds and horns, and fweet melodious birds

Be unto us, as is a nurfe's fong

Of lullaby, to bring her babe afleep.

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern yourdefires,

Saturn is dominator over mine

:

What fignifies my deadly -{landing eye,

My filence, and my cloudy melancholy,

My fleece of woolly hair, that now uncurls,

Even as an adder, when {he doth unrowl
To do fome fatal execution ?

No, Madam, thefe are no venereal figns ;

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand ;

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head.

Hark, Tamora, (the Emprefs of my foul, t

Which never hopes more heaven than refts in thee)

This is the day of doom for Bajjianus ;

His Philomelm uft lofe her tongue to day ;
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Thy fons make pillage of her chaftity,

And warn their hands in BaJJianus" blood.

Seeit thou this letter, take it up, I pray thee,

And give the King this fatal-plotted fcrowl

;

Now queftion me no more, we are efpied ;

Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty,

Which dread not yet their lives' deftraction.

Tarn. Ah, my fweet Moor, iweeter to me than life.

Jlar. No more, great Emprefs, Bajfia?ius comes

;

Be crofs with him, and Til go fetch tny fons

To back thy quarrels, whatfoe'er they be. [Exit.

Enter Baffianus and Lavinia.

Baf. Whom have we here? Romey
s royal Emperefs ?

Unfurnifh'd of her well-befeeming troops?

Or is it Dian, habited like her,

Who hath abandoned her holy groves,

To fee the general Hunting in this forert ?

Tarn. Sawcy controuller of our private fteps:

Had I the power, that, fome fay, Dian had,
Thy Temples mould be planted prefently

With horns, as was Acieorfs ; and the hounds
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs,

Unmannerly Intruder as thou art !

Lav. Under your patience, gentle Emperefs,
'Tis thought, you have a goodly gift in horning ;

And to be doubted, that your Moor and you
Are fingled forth to try experiments :

Jove fhield your husband from his hounds to day f

'Tis pity, they fhculd take him for a Hag.

Baf. Believe me, Queen, your fwarth Cimmerian
Doth make your honour of his body's hue,

Spotted, detefted, and abominable.

Why are you fequeilred from all your train ?

Difmounted from your fnow-white goodly fteed,

And wandred hither to an obfcure plot,

Accompanied with a barbarous Moor,
If foul defire had not conducted you ?

Lav. And being intercepted in your fport,

\ Great reafon. that my noble lord be rated

For
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For faucinefs.—— I pray you, let us hence.

And let her joy her raven-colour'd love

;

This valley fits the purpofe palling well.

Baf. The King my brother mail have note of this.

Lav. Ay, for.thefe flips have made him noted long.

Good King, to be fo mightily abufed.

Tarn. Why have I patience to endure all this ?

Enter Chiron and Demetrius.
ther,

Dem. How now, dear Sovereign and our gracious Mo-
Why does your Highnefs look fo pale and wan ?

Tarn. Have I not reafon, think you, to look pale ?

Thefe two have tic'd me hither to this place,

A barren anddetefted vale, you fee, it is.

The trees, tho' fummer, yet forlorn and lean,

O'ercome with mofs, and baleful mifielto.

Here never mines the fun ; here nothing breeds,

Unlefs the nightly owl, or fatal raven,

And when they fhew'd me this abhorred pit,

They told me, here at dead time of the night,

A thoufand fiends, a thoufand himng makes,

Ten thoufand fwelling toads, as many urchins,

Would make fuch fearful and confufed cries,

As any mortal body, hearing it,

Should ilraight fall mad, or elfe die fuddenly.

No fooner had they told this helliih tale,

But ilraight they told me, they would bind me here,

Unto the body of a difmal yew ;

And leave me to this miferable death :

And then they call'd me foul adulteref3,

Lafcivious Goth, and all the bitterelt terms

That ever ear did hear to fuch effect.

And had you not by wondrous fortune come,

This vengeance on me had they executed :

Revenge it, as you love your Mother's life ;

Or be ye not from henceforth call'd my children.

Dem. This is a witnefs that I am thy fon.

[Stabs Baffianus,

Chi. And this fcr me, (truck home to Ihew my
itrength. [Stabbing him likeivife.
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Lav. I, come, Semiramis ; nay, barbarous

Tamora ; (7)

For no name fits thy nature but thy own.
Tarn. Give me thy poniard ; you mall know, my boys,

Your mother's hand fhali right your mother's wrong.
Dem. Stay, Madam, here is more belongs to her ;

Firft, thrafh the corn, then after burn the Itraw :

This minion flood upon her chaftity,

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty,

And with that painted Hope fhe braves your mightinefs

;

And mall fhe carry this unto her grave ?

Chi. An if fhe do, I would I were an Eunuch.
Drag hence her husband to fome fecret hole,

And make his dead trunk pillow to our luft.

'Tarn. But when you have the honey you defire,

Let not this wafp out-live, us both to fting.

Chi. I warrant, Madam, we will make that fure ;

Come, miftrcfs, now perforce we will enjoy

That nice-preferved honefty of yours.

Lav. O Tamora, thou bear'ft a woman's face—
Tarn. I will not hear her fpeak ; away with her.

Lav. Sweet Lords, in treat her hear me but a word—
Dem. Liflen, fair Madam ; let it be your glory

To fee her tears ; but be your heart to them,

As unrelenting flints to drops of rain.

Lav. When did the tyger's young ones teach the dam ?

O, do not teach her wrath ; me taught it thee

;

The milk, thou fuck'dfl from her, did turn to marble ;

Even at thy teat thou hadft thy tyranny.

Yet every mother breeds not fons alike ;

Do Thou intreat her, mew a woman pity. [To Chiron.

Chi. What ! woukTft thou have me prove my felf a

baftard ?

(7) / come, Semiramis, nay barbaretts Tamora,]

By an Inaccuracy of the Pointing, the Editors have all along

made Nonfenfe of this Paflfage. But the Poet's Meaning is

this 3 Lavinia, feeing her Husband ftabb'd by the Queen's two

Sons, expe&s and invites the Queen to ferve her in the fame

kind, and put an end to her Miferies. ~4y, is very fre^thntly

writ, /, in Editions of our Author's Time.

Lav.
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Lav. *Tis true, the raven doth not hatch the lark :

Yet have I heard, (Oh, could I find it now I)

The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure

To have his princely paws par'd all away.
Some fay, that ravens fofter forlorn children,

The vvhilft their own birds famifh in their nefls

:

Oh, be to me, tho' thy hard heart fay, no,

Nothing fo kind, bat fomething pitiful.

Tam. I know not what it means : away with her.

Lav. Oh, let me teach thee : for my father's fake,

{That gave thee life, when well he might have flain thee)

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears.

Tarn. Hadil thou in perfon ne'er offended me,
Even for his fake am I now pitilefs :

Remember, boys, I pour'd forth tears in vain,

To fave your brother from the facrifice ;

But fierce Andronicus would not relent

:

Therefore away with her, and ufe her as you will ;

The worfe to her, the better lov'd of me.

Lav. O Tamora, be calPd a gentle Queen,
And with thine own hands kill me in this place

;

For 'tis not life, that I have begg'd fo long

;

Poor I was flain, when Baffia?ius dy'd.

Tarn. What begg'il thou then ? fond woman, let me go.

Lav. 'Tis prefenc death I beg ; and one thing more,
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell

:

O, keep me from their worfe-than-killing lull,

And tumble me into fome loathfome pit

;

Where never man's eye may behold my body :

Do this, and be a charitable murderer.

Tarn. So fhould I rob my fweet fons of their fee.

No ; let them fatisfie their lull on thee.

Dem. Away ! for thou hail llaid us here too long.

Lav. No grace ? no woman-hood ? ah beaftly creature !

The blot and enemy of our general name !

Confufion fall

Cbi. Nay, then I'll ilop your mouth bring thou

her husband : \Pragg^ng °jf Lavinia.

This is the hole, where Aaron bid us hide him. [Exeunt.

Tarn* Farewel, my fons ; fee, that you make her fure.

Ne'er
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Ne'er let my heart know merry chear indeed,

'Till all th' Andronici be made away.

Now will I hence to feek my lovely Moor,

And let my fpleenful fons this Trull deflour. \Exit.

Enter Aaron, witb Quintus and Marcus.

Aar. Come on, my lords, the better foot before ;

Strait will I bring you to the loathfom pit,

Where I efpied the Panther fall afleep.

£>uin. My fight is very dull, whatever it bodes.

Mar. And mine, I promife you ; wer't not for lhame,
Well could I leave our fport to fleep a while.

[Marcus falls into the pit.

£)uin. What, art thou fallen ? what fubtle hole is this,

Whofe mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars,

Upon whofe leaves are drops of new-fhed blood,

As frefh as morning-dew diftili'd on flowers ?

A very fatal place it feems to me :

Speak, brother, haft thou hurt thee with the fall ?

Mar. O brother, with the difmalleft object

That ever eye, with fight, made heart lament.

Aar* Now will I fetch the King to find them here

;

That he thereby may have a likely guefs,

How thefe were they, that made away his Brother.

[Exit Aaron.
Mar. Why doll not comfort me, and help me out

From this unhallow'd and blood-ftained hole ?

§}uin. I am furprized with an uncouth fear ;

A chilling fvveat o'er-runs my trembling joints ;

My heart fufpe£ts, more than mine eye can fee."

Mar. To prove thou haft a true-divining heart,

Aaron and thou, look down into the den,

And fee a fearful light of blood and death.

2>uin. Aaron is gone ; and my companionate heart

Will not permit my eyes once to behold

The thing, whereat it trembles by furmife :

O, tell me how it is ; for ne'er till now
Was I a child, to fear I know not what.
Mar. Lord BaJJianus lies embrewed here,

All on a heap, like to a flaughter'd lamb,
Vol. VI. £ In
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In this detefted, dark, blood-drinking pit.

gain. If it be dark, how doft thou know 'tis he ?

Mar. Upon his bloody ringer he doth wear

A precious ring, that lightens all the hole

:

Which, like a taper in iome monument,

Doth mine upon the dead man's earthy cheeks

;

And mews the ragged entrails of this pit.

So pale did mine the moon on Pyramus,

When he by night lay bath'd in maiden blood.

0 brother, help me with thy fainting hand,

(If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath)

Out of this fell devouring receptacle,

As hateful as Cocytus miity mouth. *

Quin. Reach me thy hand, that I may help thee out,

OrTwanting ftrength to do thee fo much good,

1 may be pluck'd into the fwallowing womb

Of this deep pit, poor Bajjianus* grave.
#

I have no ftrength to pluck thee to the brink.

Mar, And I no ftrength to climb without thy help.

$>uin. Thy hand once more ; I will not loofe again,

'Till thou art here aloft, or I below.
.

Thou canft not come to me, I come to thee, {tails in.

Enter the Emperor, and Aaron.

Sat. Along, with me ; — I'll fee what hole is here,

And what he is, that now is leap'd into't.

Say, who art thou, that lately didft defcend

Into this gaping hollow of the earth ?

Mar. Th' unhappy fon of old Andromcus,

Brought hither in a mcft unlucky hour,

To find thy brother Bafiianm dead.
t

Sat. My brother dead ? I know, thou doit but jeit :

He and his lady both are at the Lodge,

Upon the north- fide of this pleafant chafe;

»Tis not an hour fmce I left him there.

Mar. We know not where ycu left him all alive,

But out, alas ! here have we found him dead.

Entii
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Enter Tamora nritb Attendants ; Andronicus, mnd
Lucius.

Tam. Where is my lord, the King ?

grief'

Tam0m

;

th°Ugh griev
'

d with killing

Tarn. Where is thy brother Bajffianus ?

p
Sa

'l
N°w t0

L
the ^tom thou fearch my wound-;Poor Bajfianus here lies murthered.W Then all too late I bring this fatal Writ,

The complot of this timelefs tragedy ;

And wonder greatly, that man's face can fold
in pleaiing fmilcs fuch murderous tyranny.

*

{She giveth Saturninus a letter.

Saturninus reads the letter.

And ifwe mifs to meet him handfomly,
Sweet hunt/man, Baffianus 'tis we mean ;Do then fo much as dig the grave for him,
Thou know'Jl our meaning s lookfor thy reward
Among the nettles at the elder-tree,
Which o<ver-Jbades the mouth of thatfame pit
Where we decreed to bury Baffianus.

'

Do this, and purchafe us thy lajlingfriends*

Oh, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ?

This is the pit, and this the elder- tree :

S°7o,
Sir

?i if
y°U Can find the hu^™an out,

That mould have murther'd Baffianus here.
Aar My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold.Sat Two of thy whelps, fell curs of blood? kindHave here bereft my brother of his life. jrfKttsSirs, drag them from the pit unto the prifon,

^
There let them bide, until we have devfs'd
Some neyer-heard-of torturing pain for them.

R^;;;
hat

'
af **yM this pit ? oh wondrous thine'How eafily murder is difcovered ?

S '

Tit. High Emperor, upon my feeble knee

That this fell fault of my accurfed foas,

K 3 (Accurfed
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(Accurfed, if the fault be prov'd in them— )

Sat. If it be prov'd ! you fee, it is apparent.

Who found this letter ? Ta?nora, was it you ?

"Tarn. Andronicus himfelf did take it up.

Tit. I did, my lord : yet let me be their bail.

For by my father's reverend tomb, I vow,

They mall be ready at your Highnefs' will,

To 4fwer their fufpicion with their lives.

Sat Thou malt not bail them : fee, thou follow me :

Some bring the murder'd body, fome the murtherers.

Let them not fpeak a word, the guilt is plain;

For, by my foul, were there worle end than death,

That end upon them mould be executed.

Tarn Andronicus, I will entreat the King

;

Fe-n- not thv fons, they (hall do well enough.

Tit. Come, Lucius, come, (lay not to talk with them.

[Exeuntfederally.

Erter Demetrius WChiron, with Lavinia, rawij&di

her hands cut off, and her tongue cut out.

Dem. So, now go tell (an if thy tongue can fpeak)

Who 'twas that cut thy tongue, and ravifh'd thee.

Chi Write down thy rrand, bewray thy meaning fo ;

And (if thy flumps wiil let thee) play the fcnbe.

Dem JSee, how with figns and tokens ike can icrowle.

Chi Go home, call for fweet water, warn thy hands.

Dem She has no tongue to call, or hands to warn ;

And fo let's leave her to her filent walks

Chi If 'twere my cafe, I mould go hang my felf.

Dem If thou hadft hands to help tine knit the cord.

{Exeunt Dem. and Chiron.

Enter Marcus to Lavinia.

Mar. Who's this, my Niece, that flies away fo faft ?

Coufin, a word ; where is your husband ?

If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake me

If I do wake, fome planet ftrike me down,

That I may dumber in eternal deep !

Speak, gentle Niece, what Item ungentle hands

Have lopp'd, and hew'd, and made thy body bare
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Of her two branches, thofe fweet ornaments, (8)

Whofe circling fhadovvs Kings have fought to fleep in ?

And might not gain fo great a happinefs,

As have thy love ! why doft not fpeak to me ?

Alas, a crimfon river of warm blood,

Like to a bubbling fountain itirr'd with wind,

Doth rife and fall between thy rofie lips,

Coming and going with thy honey breath.

But, fure, fome Tereus hath defloured thee

;

And, left thou fhould'ft detect him, cut thy tongue,

Ah, now thou turn'ft away thy face for fhame !

And, notwithftanding all this lofs of blood,

(As from a conduit with their iifuing fpouts,)

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titarfs face,
j

Blufhing to be encountred with a cloud. m
Shall I fpeak for thee ? mall I fay, 'tis fo ?

O, that I knew thy heart, and knew the bead,

That I might rail at him to eafe my mind !
j

Sorrow concealed, like an oven flopt,

Doth burn the heart to cinders where it is.

Fair Philomela, me but loft her tongue,

And in a tedious fampler few'd her mind.
But, lovely Niece, that Mean is cut from the*

;

A craftier Tereus halt thou met withal,

And he hath cut thofe pretty fingers off,

That could have better few'd than Philomel.

Oh, had the monfter feen thofe lilly hands
Tremble, like afpen leaves, upon a lute,

And make the filken firings delight to kifs them ;

He would not then have touch'd them for his lift.

Or had he heard the heav'nly harmony,

(g) "
1

' thofe Jweet Ornaments^

Whofe circling Shadows i\ings have fought to fleep in*

xAnd might not gain fo great an Happinefs,

xAs half thy Love/] As half her Love? But might they gain
any part of her Love? Or would flie not confent to embrace
'em fo much as with one Arm r The Poet had no fuch Stuff

in his Thoughts. My Corre&ion reftores the true Meaning;
that, tho* Princes languifhM to fleep in her Arms, they could
not obtain their Suit, or have her Love*

K 3 Which
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Which that fweet tongue hath made ;

He would have dropt his knife, and fell afleep,

As Cerberus at the Thracia7t Poet's feet.

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind

;

.For fuch a fight will blind a father's eye.

One hour's ftorm will drown the fragrant meads,

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes *

Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee :

Oh, could our mourning eafe thy mifer.y ! [Exeunt*

ACT III.

SCENE,* Street in Rome.

Enter the Judges and Senators, with Marcus and
Quintus bound, pajjing on the Jlage to the place of
execution, and Titus going before, pleading.

Titus.

HEAR me, grave fathers ; noble Tribunes, Hay,

For pity ofmine age, whofe youth was fpent

In dangerous wars., whilft you fecurely flept

:

For all my blood in Rome^s great quarrel (hed,

For all the frofty nights that I have watcht,

And for thefe bitter tears, which you now fee

Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks,

Be pitiful to my condemned ions,

Whofe fouls are not corrupted, as 'tis thought.

For two and twenty fons I never wept,

Becaufe they died in Honour's lofty bed.

[Andronicus lieth down, and the judges fafs by him%

For thefe, thefe, Tribunes, in the dull I write

My heart's deep languor, and my foul's fad tears :

Let my tears flanch the earth's dry appetite,

My fons' fweet blood will make it ftiame and blufh :

O earth ! 1 will befriend thee more with rain, \Exe+

That maU diftil thefc two antient ruins,

Than
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Than youthful April (hall with all his mowers

;

In fummer's drought Til drop upon thee ftill ;

In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the fnow i

And keep eternal fpring-time on thy face,

So thou refufe to drink my dear Cons' blood.

Enter Lucius with hisfword drawn*

Oh, reverend Tribunes \ gentle aged men !

Unbind my fons, reverfe the doom of death :

And let me fay, (that never wept before)

My tears are now prevailing orators.

Luc. Oh, noble father, you lament in vain ;

The Tribunes hear you not, no man is by ;

And you recount your forrows to a ftone.

Tit. Ah, Lucius , for thy brothers let me plead ;——

•

Grave Tribunes, once more I intreat of you
Luc. My gracious lord, no Tribune hears you fpeak.

Tit. Why, 'tis no matter, man ; if they did hear,

They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark,
They would not pity me.

Therefore I tell my forrows to the ftofies,

Who, tho' they cannot anfwer my diflrefs,

Yet in fome fort they're better than the Tribunes,

For that they will not intercept my tale

;

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet

Receive my tears, and feem to weep with me ;

And were they but attired in grave weeds,

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe.

A ftone is foft as wax, Tribunes more hard than ftones

:

A ftone is filent, and cffendeth not,

And Tribunes with their tongues doom men to death.

But wherefore ftand'ft thou with thy weapon drawn ?

Luc. To refcue my two brothers from their death ;

For which attempt, the judges have pronounc'd

My everlafting doom of banifhment.

Tit. O happy man, they have befriended thee :

Why, foolifh, Lucius, doft thou not perceive,

That Rome is but a wildernefs of Tygers ;

Tygers mull: prey, and Rome affords no prey

But me and mine ; how happy art thou then,

K 4 From
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From thefe devourers to be banifhed ?

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ?

Enter Marcus, and Lavinia.

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep,
Or, if not fo, thy noble heart to break :

I bring confumiug forrow to thine age.

Tit. Will it confume me? let me fee it then.
Mar. This was thy daughter.

Tit. Why, Marcus, fo me is.

Luc, Ah. me ! this objecl kills me.
Tit. Faint-hearted boy, arife and look upon her :

Speak, my Lavinia, what accurfed hand
Hath made thee handlefs, in thy father's fpight ? (9)
What fool hath added water to the fea ?

Or brought a faggot to bright-burning Troy ?
My grief was at the height before thou cam'it,

And now, like Nilus, it difdair.eth bounds :

Give me a fword, I'll chop cff my hands too,

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain :

And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding life

;

In bootlefs prayer have they been held up,

And they have ferv'd me to efFe&Iefs ufe.

Now all the fervice I require of them,
Is that the one will help to cut the other :

'Tis well, Lavinia, that thou haft no hands,

For hands to do Rome fervice are but vain.

Luc. Speak, gentle filler, who hath martvr'd thee t

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts,

(9) — what accurfed Hand
Hath made thee handlefs in thy Father's Sight?] But tho' L/t-

itnia appear'd handlefs in her Father's Prefence, flie was not
made fo in his Sight. And if that be the true Reading, it can
st beft bear but this poor Meaning, What curs'd Hand hath
icfcb'd thee of thy Hands, for thy Father to fee thee in that

Condition? The flight Alteration, I have given, adds a much
more reafonable Complaint, and aggravates the Sentiment.

"What curfed Hand hath robb'd thee of thy Hands, only in

Defpight to thy Father, only to encreafe his Torments?

That
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That blab'd them with fuch pleafing eloquence,

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage,

Where, like a fvveet melodious bird, it fung

Sweet various notes, inchanting every ear !

Luc . Oh, fay thou for her, who hath done this deed ?

Mar. O, thus I found her ftraying in the park,

Seeking to hide her felf ; as doth the deer,

That hath received fome unrecuring wound.

fit. It was my Deer ; and he, that wounded her,

Hath hurt me more than had he kill'd me dead ;

For now I fland, as one upon a rock,

Environ'd with a wildernefs of fea,

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave

;

Expecting ever when fome envious furge

Will in his briniih bowels fwallow him.

This way to death my wretched fons are gone

:

Here Hands my other fon, a banim'd man ;

And here my brother, weeping at my woes.

But that, which gives my foul the greateft fpurn,

Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my foul.——

>

Had I but feen thy piclure in this plight,

It would have madded me. What mall I do,

Now I behold thy lovely body fo ?

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy tears,

Nor tongue to tell me who hath martyr'd thee

;

Thy husband he is dead ; and for his death

Thy brothers are condemn'd, and dead by this.

Look, Marcus ! ah, fon Lucius, look on her :

When I did name her brothers, then frefli tears

Stood on -her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew
Upon a gather'd lilly almoft withered.

Mar. Perchance, fhe weeps becaufe they kilPd her
husband.

Perchance, becaufe fhe knows them innocent.

Tit. If they did kill thy husband, then be joyful,

Becaufe the law hath ta'en revenge on them

.

No, no, they would not do fo foul a deed

;

Witnefs the forrow, that their filler makes.
Gentle Lavinia, let me kifs thy. lips,

Or make forae figns how I may do thee eafe ;

K s Shall
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Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius',

And thou, and I, fit round about fome fountain^

Looking all downwards to behold our cheeks,
How they are ftain'd like meadows yet not dry
With mirey flime left on them by a flood ?

And in the four tain mail we gaze fo long,

'Till the frelh tafle be taken from that clearnefe,

And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ?

Or mall we cut away our hands like thine ?

Or mall we bite our tongues, and in dumb ihowa
Pafs the remainder of our hateful days ?

What lhall we do ? let us, that have our tongues,

Plot fome device of further mifeiy,

To make us wondred at in time to come.
Luc. Sweet father, ceafe your tears ; for, at your grief,

See, how my wretched fitter fobs and weeps.

Mar. PatfettCe, dear niece; good Titus, dry thine eyes.

Tit. Ah, Marcus, Marcus! brother, well I wot,

Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine,

For thou, poor man, haft drown'd it with thine own,
Luc. Ah, my La<vinia, I will wipe thy cheeks.

Tit. Mark, Marcus, mark ; I underftand her figns ;

Had fhe a tongue to fpeak, now would fhe fay

That to her brother which I faid to thee.

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet,

Can do no fervice on her forrowful cheeks.

Oh, what a fympathy of woe is this

!

As far from help as Limbo is from blifs.

Enter Aaron.

Aar. Titus Andronicus, my lord the Emperor
Sends thee this word ; that if thou love thy fons,

Let Marcus, Lucius, or thy felf, old Titus,

Or any one of you, chop oft* your hand,

And fend it to the King ; he for the fame

Will fend thee hither both thy fons alive,

And that lhall be the ranfom for their fault.

Tit. Oh, gracious Emperor ! oh, gentle Aaron !

Did ever raven ling fo like a lark,

That gives fweet tidings of the Sun's aprife?

With
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With all my heart, Til fend the Emperor my hand ;

Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off?

Luc. Stay, father, for that noble hand of thir.e,

That hath thrown down fo many enemies,

Shall not be fent ; my hand will ferve the turn.

My youth can better fpare my blood than you,

And therefore mine mall fave my brothers' lives.

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended Rome^
And rear'd aloft the bloody battle-ax,

Writing Deftrudtion on the enemies' Cafque ? (10)
Oh, none of Both but are of high defert

:

My hand hath been but idle, let it ferve

To ranfom my two Nephews from their death

;

Then have 1 kept it to a worthy end.

Aar. Nay, come, agree, whole hand mall go along*

For fear they die before their Pardon come.
Mar. My hand fhall go.

Luc. By heav'n, it fnall not go.

Tit. Sirs, ftrive no more, fuch withered herbs as thefe

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine.

Luc. Sweet father, if I mall be thought thy fort,

Let me redeem my brothers Both from death.

Mar. And for our father's fake, and mother's care,

(io) Which of ycur Hands hath not defended PvOme,

iAnd rear'd aloft the bloody Battle-axe,

Writing Deftmftien on the Enemies' Caftle ? ] This is a
Paflage, which (hews a moft wonderful Sagacity in our Edi-

tors. They could not, fure, intend an Improvement of the

*Art Military, by teaching us that it was ever a Cuftom to

hew down Cajlles wiih the Battie-Axe. Or could they have a

Delign to tell us, that they wore Caflles formerly on thei?

heads for defenfive Armour? I ventur'd, fome time ago, to

corred the Parage thus 5

Writing De'h Hilton g?i the Enemies' Cask.

J. e. an Helmet, from the French Word, ttne Cafque. A bro-

ken ^ in the Manufcript might eafily be miftaken for ?/, and
thus a Caftle was built at once. But as 1 think it is much
more feilible to fplit an Helmet with a Battle-axe, than to

cut down a-Ca/?lc with it, I Mil continue to ftand by my
Emendation,

Now
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Now let me (hew a brother's love to thee.

tit. Agree between you, I will fpare my hand.

Luc. Then Til go fetch an ax.

Mar. But I will ufe the ax.

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcus,

Tit. Come hither, Aaron, I'll deceive them both,

Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine.

Jar. If that be call'd deceit, I will be honeft,

And never, whilft I live, deceive men fo.

But I'll deceive you in.another fort,

And that, you'll fay, ere half an hour pafs. [AJide.

[He cuts off Titus'j Hand.

Enter Lucius and Marcus again.

^ Tit. Now flay your ftrife ; what lhall be, is difpatch'd ;

Good Aaron, give his Majeily my hand ; .

Tell him, it was a hand that warded him
From thoufand dangers, bid him bury it

:

More hath it merited ; that let it have.

As for my fons, fay, I account of them

As jewels purchas'd at an eafy price

;

And yet dear too, becaufe I bought mine own.

Aar. I go, Andronicus , and for thy hand

Look by and by to have thy fons with thee :

Their heads, I mean. — Oh, how this villany [AJide.

Doth fat me with the very thought ©f it

!

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace,

Aaron will have his foul black like his face. [Exit.

Tit. O hear ! I lift this one hand up to heav'n,

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth

If any Power pities wretched tears,

To that I call : What, wilt thou kneel with me ?

Do then, dear heart, for heav'n lhall hear our prayers,

Or with our fighs we'll breathe the welkin dim,

And flain the fun with fogs, as fometime clouds,

When they do hug him in their melting bofoms.

Mar. Oh ! brother, fpeak with poflibilities,

And do not break intp thefe deep extremes.

Tit. Is not my forrow deep, having no bottom ?

Then be my pafiions bottomlefs with them.
Mar.
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Mar. But yet let reafon govern thy Lament.
Tit. If there were reafon for thefe miferies,

Then into limits could I bind my woes.

When heav'n doth weep, doth not the earth overflow ?

If the winds rage, doth not the fea wax mad,
Threatning the welkin with his big-fwoFn face ?

And wilt thou have a reafon for this coil ?

I am the fea ; hark, how her fighs do blow

;

She is the weeping welkin, I the earth :

Then muft my fea be moved with her fighs,

Then muft my earth with her continual tears

Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown'd

:

For why, my bowels cannot hide her woes,

But, like a drunkard, muft I vomit them ;

Then give me leave, for lofers will have leave

To eafe their ftomachs with their bitter' tongues/

Enter a Mejfenger, bringing in two heads and
a hand.

Me/. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repay'd

For that good hand thou fent'ft the Emperor

;

Here are the heads of thy two noble fons,

And here's thy hand in fcorn to thee fent back

;

Thy grief's their fport, thy refolution mockt

:

That woe is me to think upon thy woes,

More than remembrance of my father's death. \Exit%

Mar. Now let hot JEtna cool in Sicily,

And be my heart an ever-burning hell

;

Thefe miferies are more than may be borne I

To weep with them that weep doth eafe fome deal,

But forrow flouted at is double death.

Luc. Ah, that this fight mould make fo deep a wound,
And yet detefted life not fhrink thereat

;

That ever death fhould let life bear his name,

Where life hath no more intereft but to breathe.

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kifs is comfortlefs,

As frozen water to a ftarved fnake.

Tit. When will this fearful flumber have an end ?

Mar. Now, farewel, flattery! die, Andronhusi
Thou doft not {lumber ; fee, thy two fens' heads,

Thy
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Thy warlike hand, thy mangled daughter here;
Thy other banifh'd Ton with this dear fight

Struck pale and bloodlefs ; and thy brother I,

Even like a ftony image, cold and numb.
Ah ! now no more will I controul thy griefs ; (1 1)
Rend oft thy iilver hair, thy other hand
Gnawing with thy teeth, and be this difmal fight

The clofing up of your mofl wretched eyes

!

Now is a time to ftorm, why art thou Hill ?

Tit. Ha, ha, ha!—j

Mar. Why dofl thou laugh ? it fits not with this hour.
Tit. Why, I have not another tear to fried ;

Befides, this forrow is an enemy,
And would ufurp upon my watry eyes,

And make them blind with tributary tears

;

Then which way fhall I find Revenge's Cave?
For thefe two heads do feem to fpeak to me,
And threat me, I fhall never come to bli fs,

'Till all thefe mifchiefs be return'd again,

Even in their throats that have committed them.

Come, let me fee, what task I have to do—
You heavy people, circle me about

;

That I may turn me to each one of you,

And fwear unto my foul to right your wrongs.

The vow is made ; come, Brother, take a head,

And in this hand the other will I bear ;

Lavinia, thou fhalt be employ'd in thefe things

;

Bear thou my hand, fweet wench, between thy teeth ;

As for thee, boy, go get thee from my fight,

Thou art an Exile, and thou mufl not Hay.

Hie to the Goths, and raife an army there

;

And if you love me, as 1 think you do,

Let's kifs and part, for we have much to do. [Exeunt.

(1 1) xAh 9 now no more ivill 1 co?itroul my Griefs;} I read,—

thy Griefs. Mircm had before perfwaded Titus to be tempe-
rate and lcfhain the Excefs of his Sorrows: but now, fays he,

that fo miferable an Objcd is prefcntcd to your Sight as a
dear Daughter fo heinoufly abus d, e'en indulge your Sorrows

till they put an end to your miferable Life.

Manet
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Manant Lucius.

Luc. Farewel, Andronicus, my noble father*

The woful'il man that ever liv'd in Rome

;

Farewel, proud Rome; 'till Lucius come again*

He leaves his pledges dearer than his life

;

Farewel, Lavinia, my noble filler,

O, 'would thou wert as thou tofore hall been F

But now nor Lucius nor Lavinia lives,

But in oblivion and hateful griefs

;

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs,

And make proud Saturninus and his Emprefs
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his Queen.
Now will I to the Goths, and raife a Power,
To be reveng'd on Rome and Saturnine. [Exit Lucius*

SCENE, an Apartment in Titus"/ Houfe,

A B A N Q^U E T

.

Enter Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius*.

a Boy.

fo, now fit; and look, you eat no more
O Than will preferve jult fo much Itrength in us*

As will revenge thefe bitter woes of ours.

Marcus, unknit that forrow-wreathen knot

;

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands*

And cannot paflionate our ten-fold grief

With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine
Is left to tyrannize upon my breart

;

And when my heart, all mad with mifery*

Beats in this hollow prifon of my flelh,

Then thus I thump it down.
Thou map of woe, that thus doll talk in figns f

When thy poor heart beats with outragious beating*

Thou canll not llrike it thus to make it Hill;

Wound it with fighing, girl, kill it with groans i

Or get fome little knife between thy teeth,

And jult againlt thy heart make thou a hole,

That
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That all the tears, that thy poor eyes let fall,

May run into that fink, and foaking in,

Drown the lamenting fool in fea-falt tears.

Mar. Fie, brother, fie, teach her not thus to lay

Such violent hands upon her tender life.

Tit. How now ! has forrow made thee doat already ?

Why, Marcus, no man mould be mad but I

;

What violent hands can fhe lay on her life ?

Ah, wherefore doft thou urge the name of hands, m
To bid JEneas tell the tale twice o'er,

How Troy was burnt, and he made miferable ?

O, handle not the theam ; no talk of hands, -

Left we remember ftill, that we have none.

Fie, fie, how frantickly I fquare my talk,

As if we mould forget we had no hands,

If Marcus did not name the word of hands ?

Come, let's fall to, and, gentle girl, eat this.

Here is no drink : hark, Marcus, what fhe fays,

I can interpret all her martyr'd figns

;

She fays, fhe drinks no other drink but tears,

Brew'd with her forrovvs, mefiYd upon her cheeks;

Speechlefs complaint ! O, I will learn thy thought

;

In thy dumb action will I be as perfect,

As begging hermits in their holy prayers.

Thou fhalt not figh, nor hold thy flumps to heav'n,

Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a lign,

But I, of thefe, will wreft an alphabet,

And by ftill practice learn to know thy meaning.

Boy. Good grandfire, leave thefe bitter, deep, la-

ments ;

Make my Aunt merry with fome pleafing tale.

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in pafiion mov'd,

Doth weep to fee his grandfire's heavinefs.

Tit. Peace, tender fapling ; thou art made of tears,

And tears will quickly melt thy life away.
[Marcus Jirikes the dijk njoith a knife*

What doft thou ft like at, Marcus, with thy knife ?

Mar. At That that I havekill'd, my lord, a fly.

Tit. Oat on thee, murderer ; thou kill'll my heart

;

Mine eyes are cloy'd with view of tyranny ;

A deed
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A deed of death done on the innocent

Becomes not Titus
1

brother ; get thee gone,

I fee, thou art not for my company.
Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but kill'd a fly.

lit. But ?— how if that fly had a father and
mother ?

How would he hang his flender gilded wings,

And buz lamenting Dolings in the air ? (12)

Poor harmlefs fly,

That with his pretty buzzing melody,
Came here to make us merry ;

And thou haft kilPd him.
Mar. Pardon me, Sk, it was a black ill-favour'd fly,

Like to the Emprefs' Mcsr ; therefore I kill'd him.

Tit. O, O, O,
Then pardon me for reprehending thee,

For thou haft done a charitable deed ;

GiVe me thy knife, I will infult on him,
Flattering my felf, as if it were the Moor
Come hither purpofely to poifcn me.
There's for thy felf, and that's for Tamora

:

Yet frill, I think, we are not brought fo low,

But that between us we can kill a fly,

That comes in likenefs of a cole-black Moor.
Mar. Alas, poor man, grief has fo wrought on him,

He takes falfe ftiadows for true fubftances.

Come, take away ; Lavinia, go with me ;

I'll to thy clofet, and go read with thee

Sad ftories, chanced in the times of old.

Come, boy, and go with me ; thy fight is young,

And thou fhalt read, when mine begins to dazzle.

[ Exeunf.

(12) And buz, lamenting Doings in the ^4ir.] Lamenting Doings

is a very idle Expreflion, and conveys n© Idea. The Altera-

tion, which I have made, tho' it is but the Addition of a

fingle Letter, is a great Increafe to the Senfe : and tho', in-

deed, there is fomewhat of a Tautology in the Epithet and

Subftantive annext to it, yet that's no new Thing with our

Author.

ACT
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ACT IV.

SCENE, Titus'j Houfe.

Enter young Lucius, and Lavinia running after him;
and the bey flies from her^ with his books under his

arm. Enter Titus, and Marcus.

Boy.

HELP, grandfire, help ; my Aunt La<vinta

Follows me every where, I know not why.
Good uncle Marcus, fee, how fwift me comes t

Alas, Tweet Aunt, I know not what you mean.
Mar, Stand by me, Lucius, do not fear thy Aunt.
Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm.
Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, fhe did.

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by thefe figns ?

Tit. Fear thou not, Lucius, femewhat doth fhe mean :

See, Lucius, fee, how much fhe makes of thee

:

Some whither would fhe have thee go with her.

Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care

Read to her fons, than (he hath read to thee, ,

Sweet poetry, and Tullyh oratory :

Can'ft thou not guefs wherefore fhe plies thee thus f

Boy. My lord, 1 know not, I, nor can I guefs,

Unlefs fome fit or frenzie do poffefs her:

For I have heard my grandfire fay full oft,

Extremity of grief would make men mad.
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy

Ran mad through forrow ; that made me to fear ;

Although, my lord, I know my noble Aunt
Loves me as dear as e'er my Mother did :

And would not, but in fury, fright my youth;

Which made me down to throw my books, and flic,

Caufelefs, perhaps j but pardon me, fweet Aunt

;
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And, Madam, if my uncle Marcus go,

I will molt willingly attend your ladyfhip.

Mar. Lucius, I will.
f

Tit. How now, Lavinia? Marcus, what means this?

Some book there is that me defires to fee.

Which is it, girl, of thefe ? open them, boy.

But thou art deeper read, and better skLTd:

Come and make choice of all my library,

And fo beguile thy forrow, 'till the heav'ns

Reveal the damn'd contriver of this deed:

Why lifts fhe up her arms in fequence thus ?

Mar. I think, me means, that there was more than

one
Confederate in the fedfc. Ay, more there was

:

Qr elfe to heav'n fhe heaves them for revenge.

Tit. Lucius, what book is that fne toifes fo I

Boy. Grandfire, 'tis Q<vid*s Metamorfhofes i

My mother gave it me.
Mar. For love of her that's gone,

Perhaps, fhe culPd it from among the reft.

Tit. Soft! fee, how bufily fhe turns the leaves

!

Help her: what would fhe find? Lavinia, (hall I read?

This is the tragick Tale of Philomel,

And treats of Tereus"* treafon and his rape

;

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy.

Mar. See, brother, fee ; note, how fhe ,
quotes the

leaves.

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus furpriz'd, fweet girl,

Ravifh'd and wrong'd as Philomela was,

Forc'd in the ruthlefs, vail, and gloomy woods ?

See, fee ;
- •

Ay, fuch a pla€e there is, where we did hunt,

(O had we never, never, hunted there!)

Pattern'd by That the Poet here defcribes,

By nature made for murders and for rapes.

Mar, O, why mould Nature build fo foul a den,

Uniefs the Gods delight in tragedies

!

Tit. Give figns, fweet Girl, for here are none but

friends,

What Roman lord it was duril do the deed ;

Or
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Or flunk not Saturnine*, as Tarquin erft,

That left the camp to fin in Lucrece* bed ?

Mar. Sit down, fweet niece; brother, fit down by
me.

Apollo, Pallas, Jove* or Mercury,

Infpire me, that I may this treafon find.

My lord, look here; look here, Lavinia.

\He writes his na?ne *with his faff, andguides it

ivith hisfeet and mouth.

This fandy Plot is plain ; guide, if thou can'ft,

This after me, when I have writ my name.
Without the help of any hand at all.

Curft be that heart, that forc'd us to this fhift

!

Write thou, good niece ; and here difplay, at leafl,

What God will have difcover'd for revenge

;

Heav'n guide thy pen, to print thy forrows plain,

That we may know the traitors, and the truth !

[She takes the faff in her mouth, and guides it

<with her fumps, and ^writes.

Tit. Oh, do you read, my lord, what me hath writ?

Stuprum, Chiron, Demetrius.
Mar. What, what! the luftful fons of Tamora

Performers of this hateful bloody deed f

Tit. Magne Dominator Poli,

Tarn lentus audi's feelera ! tarn lentus <vides f

Mar. Oh, calm thee, gentle lord ; although, I know,
There is enough written upon this earth,

To ilir a mutiny in the miideit thoughts,

And arm the minds of Infants to exclaims.

My lord, kneel down with me: Lavinia kneel,

And kneel, fweet boy, the Roman HecJor's Hope,
And fwear with me, (as, with the woeful peer,

And father, of that chafte difhonoured Dame,
Lord Junius Brutus fware for Lucrece^ rape,)

That we will profecute (by good advice) (13)
Mortal

(13) That we will profecute (by good ^Advice)

Mortal %eyenge up an thefe traiterous Goths

lAnd fee their Blood, 01 die with this T^eproacb,] But if thcjT

endeavour'd to throw otf the Reproach, tho* they fell in the

Attempt,
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Mortal revenge upon thefe traiterous Goths ;

And fee their blood, ere die with this reproach.

Tit. 'Tis fure enough, if you knew how.

But if you hurt thefe bear-whelps, then beware,

The dam will wake ; and if me wind you once,

She's with the lion deeply ftill in league

;

And lulls him whilll (he playeth on her back,

And, when he fleeps, will Ihe do what lhe lift.

You're a young Huntfman, Marcus, let it alone ;

And come, I will go get a leaf of brafs,

And with a gad of fteel will write thefe words,
And lay it by ; the angry northern wind
Will blow thefe fands, like SybiPs leaves, abroad,
And where's your lefTon then? boy, what fay you

!

Boy. I fay, my lord, that if I were a man,
Their mother's bed-chamber mould not be fafe,

For thefe bad bond-men to the yoak of Rome.
Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full oft

For this ungrateful Country done the like.

Boy. And, uncle, fo will I, an if I live.

Tit. Come, go with me into my armoury.
Lucius, I'll fit thee; and withal, my boy
Shall carry from me to the EmpreiV fons

Prefents, that I intend to fend them both.

Come, come, thou'lt do my melTage, wilt thou not ?

Boy. Ay, with my dagger in their bofom, grandfire.

Tit. No, boy, not fo ; I'll teach thee another courfe.

Lavinia, come ; Marcus, look to my Houfe

:

Lucius and I'll go brave it at the Court,

Attempt, they could not be properly faid to dye with that Re-

proach. Marcus muft certainly mean, that they would have

Revenge on their Enemies, and fpili their Blood, rather than

they would tamely fit down, and dye, under fuch Injuries, for

this Realon I have corie&ed the Text,

j ere die with this %efr$ach ?

I am not to learn, that er formerly was equivalent to ere.—
Or, before, ere: GlolT. to Urrey'j Chaucer.—- Or, f$r ere:

quod ttUmnumin agro LincolnienG freqttentijfimi ufurpatur. Skin-

ner in bis GloiTary of Uncommon Words But this Ufage

was too obfoletc for our Sbakfff€are*s Time.
Ay,
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Ay, marry, will we, Sir ; and we'll be waited on.

[Exeunt}

Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan,

And not relent, or not companion him?

Marcus, attend him in his ecftafie,

That hath more fears of forrow in his heart,

Than foe -mens' marks upon his batter'd fhield ;

But yet fo juft, that he will not revenge ;

Revenge the Heav'ns for old Andronicus! [Exit,

SCENE changes to the Palace.

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Demetrius at one door: and
at another door young Lucius and another, with a.

bundle of weapons and *verfes writ upon them,

Chi. TP\ Emetrius, here's the Son of Lucius

;

1 3 He hath fome meflfage to deliver us.

Jar, Ay, fome mad meflage from his mad grand-

father.

Boy, My lords, with all the humblenefs I may,
I greet youi Honours from Andronicus

;

And pray the Roman Gods, confound you Both.

Dem, Gramercy, lovely Lucius, what's the news?
Boy. That you are both decypher'd (that's the news)

For villains mark'd with rape. May it pleafeyou*

My grandfire, well advis'd, hath fent by me
The goodlier! weapons of his armoury,
To gratify your honourable youth,

The hope of Rome; for fo he bad me fay:

And fo I do, and with his gifts preient

Your lordfhips, that whenever you have need,

You may be armed and appointed well.

And fo I leave you both, like bloody villains. [Exit.

Dem. What's here, a fcrowle, and written round

about ?

Let's fee.

Integer *vit<e, fcelerifque purus,

Non cget Mauri jacults nec arcu.

Chi, O, 'tis a verfe in Horace, I know it well

:

I
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I read it in the Grammar long ago.

Aar. Ay, juft; a verfe in Horace— right, you
have it

Now, what a thing it is to be an Afs ?

Here's no fond jeft ; th' old man hath found their

guilt, (14)

And fends the weapons wrap'd about with lines,

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the quick :

But were our witty Emprefs well a-foot,

She would applaud Andronicus" conceit

:

But let her reft in her unreft awhile.

And now, young lords, was't not a happy ftar

Led us to Rome ftrangers, and more than fo,

Captives, to be advanced to this height ?

It did me good before the Palace-gate

To brave the Tribune in his Brother's hearing.

Dem. But me more good, to fee fo great a lord

Bafely infmuate, and fend us gifts.

Aar. Kad he not reafon, lord Demetrius?

Did you not ufe his daughter very friendly ?

Dem. I would, we had a thoufand Roman dames
At fuch a bay, by turn to ferve our luft.

Chi. A charitable wifh, and full of love.

Aar. Here lacketh but your mother to fay Amen.
Chi. And that would me for twenty thoufand more.
Dem. Come, let us go, and pray to all the Gods

For our beloved mother in her pains.

Aar. Pray to the devils; the Gods have given us

over. \FlouriJb.

Dem. Why do the Emp'ror's trumpets flourim thus ?

Chi. Belike, for joy the Emp'ror hath a fon.

Dem. Soft, who comes here ?

Enter Nurfe, <witb a Black-a-moor Child.

Nur. Good morrow, lords

:

(14) Here** no found jeaftfl But, I think, I may venture to

fay, here's no found Senfe. Doubtlefs, the Poet wrote, h?re
y
s

no fond jeaft, i. e. no idle, foolift one; but a Sarcafm delibs-

lately thrown, and grounded on Reafon.

o,
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O, tell me, did you fee Aaron the Moor ?
Aar. Well, more or lefs, or ne'er a whit at all,

Here Aaron is, and what with Aaron now ?

Nur. O gentle Aaron , we are all undone :

Now help, or woe betide thee evermore !

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling doft thou keep ?

What doft thou wrap and fumble in thine arms ?

Nur, O That which I would hide from heaven's eye,

Our Emprefs' fhame, and ftately Rome^s difgrace.

She is deliver'd, lords, fhe is deliver'd.

Aar. To whom r

Nur. I mean, fhe is brought to bed.

Aar. Well, God give her good reft !

What hath he fent her ?

Nur. A devil.

Aar. Why, then fhe is the devil's dam : a joyful ifTue.

Nur. A joylefs, difmal, black, and forrowful ifTue.

Here is the babe, as loathfome as a toad,

Amongft the faireft breeders of our clime.

The Emprefs fends it thee, thy llamp, thy feal

:

And bids theechriften it with thy dagger's point.

Aar. Out, out, you whore ! is black fo bafe a Hue ?

Sweet blowfe, you area beauteous bloffom, fure.

Dem. Villain, what haft thou done ?

Aar. That which thou canft not undo.

Chi. Thou haft undone our mother.

Aar. Villain, I've done thy mother.

Dem. And therein, helliih dog, thou haft undone.

Woe to her chance, and damn'd her loathed choice,

Accurs'd the offspring of fo foul a fiend !

Chi. It fhall not live.

Aar. It fhall not die.

Nur. Aaron, it muft, the Mother wills it fo.

Aar. What, muft it, nurfe ? then let no man but I

Do execution on my flefh and blood,

Dem. I'll broach the tadpole on my rapier's point

:

Nurfe, give it me, my fword fnali foon difpatch it.

Aar. Sooner this fword fhall plough thy bowels up>

Stay, murtherous villains, will you kill your brother ?

Now, by the burning tapers of the sky,
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That fhone fo brightly when this boy was got,
He dies upon my Scymitar's fharp point,

That touches this my firlt-born Ton and heir.
I tell you, Younglings, not Enceladus
With all his threatning band of Typborfs brood
Nor great Alcides, nor the God of war.
Shall feize this prey out of his father's hands.
What, what, ye fanguine lhailow-hearted boys,
Ye white-lim'd walls, ye ale-houfe painted fignsj
Coal-black is better than another hue :

In that it fcorns to bear another hue :

For all the water in the ocean
Can never turn the fwan's black legs to white,
Although {he lave them hourly in the flood.

*

Tell the Emprefs from me, I am of age
To keep mine own; excufe it, how me can.

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble miftrefs thus ?
Aar. My miftrefs is my miftrefs ; this, my felf •

The vigour and the picture of my youth.
This, before all the world do I prefer ;

This, maugre all the world, will I keep fafe;
Or fome of you mall fmoke for it in Rome.
Dem. By this our mother is for ever fham'd.
Chi. Rome will defpife her for this foul efcape.
Nur. The Emperor in his rage will doom her death,
Chi. I blufh to think upon this ignominy.
Aar. Why, there's the privilege your beauty bears :

Pie, treacherous hue, that will betray with bluihing
The clofe enadls and counfels of the' heart

!

Here's a young lad fram'd of another leer,

Look, how the black flave fmiles upon the fathers
As who mould fay, << Old lad, I am thine own.
He is your brother, lords ; fenfibly fed
Of that felf blood, that firft gave life to you ;

And from that womb, where you imprifon'd were,
He is infranchifed and come to light:
Nay, he's your brother by ihe iurer fide ;

Although my leal is ilamped in his face.
Nur. Aaron, what mall I fay unto the Emprefs t
Dem. Advife thee, Aaron, what is to be done,
Vol. VI. L A**
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And we will all fubfcribe to thy advice

:

Save you the child, fb we may be all fafe.

Aar. Then fit we down, and let us all confult.

My ion and I will have the wind of you :

Keep there : now talk at pleafure of your fafety.

[They Jtt on the ground.
Dent. How many women faw this child of his ?

Aar. Why, fo, brave lords ; when we all join in league,
I am a lamb ; but if you brave the Moor,
The chafed boar, the mountain lionefs,

The ocean fwells not fo as Aaron ftorms :

But fay again, how many faw the child ?

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and my felf

—

And no one elfe but the deliver'd Emprefs.
Aar. The Emprefs, the midwife, and your felf—

Two may keep counfel, when the third's away

:

Go to the Emprefs, tell her, this 1 faid [He kills her.

Week, week !— fo cries a pig, prepar'd to th' fpit.

Dem. What mean'lt thou, Aaron ? wherefore didll

thou this?

Aar. O lord, Sir, 'tis a deed of policy :

Shall me live to betray this guilt of ours?

(A long-tongu'd babling goffip ? no, lords, no.

And now be it known to you my full intent

:

Not far, one Muliteus lives, my country-man,

His wife but yefternight was brought to bed,

His child is like to her, fair as you are :

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold,

And tell them both the circumftance of all

;

And how by this their child mail be advanc'd,

And be received for the Emptor's heir,

And fubitituted in the place of mine,

To calm this tempeft whirling in the Court ;

And let the Emperor dandle him for his own.

Hark ye, my lords, ye fee, I J^ve given her phylick ;

And you mult needs beitow her funeral ;

The fields are near, and you ve gallant grooms

;

This done, fee, that you take no longer days,

But fend the midwife preiently to me.

The midwile and the nurfe well made away,
Then
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Then let the ladies tattle what they pleafe.

Chi. Aaron, I fee, thou wilt not trull the air

With fecrets.

Dem. For this care of Tamora,

Her felf and hers are highly bound to thee. [Exeunt,
Aar. Now to the Goths, as fwift as Swallow flies,

There to difpofe this treafure in my arms,

And fecretly to greet the Emprefs' friends.

Come on, you thick-lip'd Have, I bear you hence,

For it is you that put us to our fhifts

:

I'll make you feed on berries, and on roots,

And feed on curds and whey, and fuck the goat,

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up
To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Exit.

SCENE, a Street near the Palace.

Enter Titus, old. Marcus, young Lucius, and other Gen-
tlemen with hozvs ; and Titus bears the arrows with
letters on the end of them.

Tit. Come, Marcus, come; kinfmen, this is the way,
Sir boy, now let me fee your archery.

Look, ye draw home enough, and 'tis there ftraight

;

Terras Aftr&a reliquit— be you remember'd, Marcus—
She' gone, fne's fled— Sirs, take you to your tools

;

You, coufms, mail go found the ocean,

And call your nets ; haply, you may find her in the fea

;

Yet there's as little juilice as at land

No, Publius and Sempronius ; you mult doit,

'Tis you mult dig with mattock and with fp&k,
And pierce the inmoft centre of the earth :

Then, when you come to Pluto's region,

I pray you, deliver this petition,

Tell him it is for juitice, and for aid ;

And that it comes from old Andro?i}cvs,

Shaken with forrovvs in ungrateful Rome.
Ah, Rome I Well, well, I made thee miferable,

What time I threw the people's fufFrages

On him, that thus dcth tyrannize o'er me.
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Go, get you gone, and, pray, be careful all,

And leave you not a man of war unfearch'd;
This wicked Emperor may have mip'd her hence,
And, kinfmen, then we may go pipe for juitice.

Mar. Oh Publius, is not this a heavy cafe,

To fee thy noble uncle thus diftratt ?

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns,
By day and night t' attend him carefully :

And feed his humour kindly as we may,
'Till time beget fome careful remedy.
Mar. Kinfmen, his forrows are part remedy.

Join with the Goths, and with revengeful War
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude.

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine.

Tit. Publius, how now ? how now, my mailers,

What, have you met with her ?

Pub. No, my good lord, but Pluto fends you word,
If you will have revenge from hell, you lhall

:

Marry, for juftice, Die is fo employ'd,

He thinks, with Jove in heav'n, or fomewhere elfe ;

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time.

Tit. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays.

Til dive into the burning lake below,

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels.

Marrus, we are but fhrubs, no cedars we,

No big-bon'd men, fram'd of the Cyclops* fize ;

But metal, Marcus, fteel to th' very back ;

Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can bear.

And fith there is no juftice in earth nor hell,

We will follicit heav'n, and move the Gods,
To fend down juftice for to wreak our wrongs :

Come, to this gear ; you're a good archer, Marcus.
[He gives them the arrows.

Ad Jo<vem, that's for you here, ad Apollinem—
Ad Martenty that's for my felf

;

Here, boy, to Pallas here, to Mercury

To Saturn and to Coelus not to Saturnine—

•

You were as good to (hoot againft the wind.

To it, boy ; Marcus — looie when I bid :

O' my word, I have written to efFecl,

There's
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There's not a God left unfollicited.

Mar. Kinfmen, lhoot all your (hafts into the Court,

We will'amicl the Emperor in his pride. [Tbeyjboot,

Tit Now, matters, draw ; oh, well faid, Lucius :

Good boy, in Virgo's lap, give it Pallas.

Mar. My lord, I am a mile beyond the moon ;

Your letter is with Jupiter by this.

Tit. Ha, ha, Publius, Publius, what haft thou done ?

See, fee, thou'tt (hot off one of Taurus* horns.

Mar. This was the fport, my lord ; when Publius (hot,

The bull being galPd, gave Aries fuch a knock,

That down fell both the ram's horns in the Court,

And who mould find them but the Emprefs' villain :

She laugh'd, and told the Moor, he mould not chufe

But give them to his matter for a prefent.

Tit. Why, there it goes. God give your lordfhip joy i

Enter a Clown ivitb a' basket and two pigeons.

News, news from heav'n ; Marcus, the pott is come.
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ?

Shall I have juttice, what fays Jupiter P
Clown. Who? the gibbet-maker? he fays, that he

hath taken them down again, for the man mutt not be
hang'd 'till the next week.

Tit. Tut, what fays Jupiter, I ask thee *

Clown. Alas, Sir, I know not Jupiter,

I never drank with him in all my life.

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier?

Clown. Ay, of my pigeons, Sir, nothing elfe.

Tit. Why, didft thou not come from heav'n ?

Clown. From heav'n ? alas, Sir, I never came there.

God forbid, I fhould be fo bold to prefs into heav'n in

my young days. Why, I am going with my pigeons to

the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of brawl betwixt

my uncle and one of the Emperial's men.
Mar. Why, Sir, that is as fit as can be to ferve for

your oration, and let him deliver the pigeons to the Em-
peror from you.

L 3 Tit.
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Tit. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the Em-
peror with a grace ?

Clown. Nay, truly, Sir, I could never fay grace in

all my life.

Tit. Sirrah, come hither, make no more ado,

But give your pigeons to the Emperor.

By me thou malt have juftice at his hands.

Hold, hold — mean while, here's mony for thy charges,

Give me a pen and ink.

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a fupplication ?

Chin. Ay, Sin
m

Tit. Then, here is a fupplication for you : and when

you come to him, at the nrft approach you muft kneel,

then kifs his foot, then deliver up your pigeons, and

then look for your reward. I'll be at hand, Sir ; fee you

do it bravely.

Ckixn. I warrant you, Sir, let me alone.

Tit. Sirrah, haft thou a knife ? come, let me fee it.

Here,' Marcus, fold it in the oration,

For thou haft made it like an humble fuppliant ;

And when thou haft given it the Emperor,

Knock at my dcor, and tell me, what he fays.

Clown. God be with you, Sir, I will.

Tit. Come, Marcus, let us go. Publius, follow me.
\Exeunt.

S C E N E, the Palace.

Enter Emperor and Emprefs, and her two fons ; the Em-

peror brings the arrows in his hand, that Titus^/.

Sat \X 7H Y
'
lords

>
what wron§ s are thefe ? was everW feen

An Emperor of Rome thus over-borne,

Troubled, confronted thus, and for th' extent

Of equal juftice, us'd in fuch contempt ?

My lords, you know, as do the mightful Gods,

(However the diftuibers of our peace

Buz in the people's ears) there nought hath paft,

But even with law againft the wilful for*
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Of old Andronicus. And what an if

His forrows have fo overwhelm'd his wits,

Shall we be thus affli&ed in his wreaks,

His fits, his frenfie, and his bitternefs ?

And now he writes to heaven for his redrefs.

See, here's to Jove, and this to Mercuryy

This to Apollo, this to the God of war :

Sweet fcrouls, to fly about the ftreets of Rome !

What's this but libelling againft the Senate,

And blazoning our injuilice ev'ry where ?

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords ?

As who would fay, in Rome no juftice were.

But if I live, his feigned ecftafies

Shall be no fhelter to thefe outrages

:

But he and his (half know, that Juftice lives

In Satuminus* health ; whom, if {he fleep,

He'll fo awake, as flie in fury mail

Cut off the proud'ft confpirator that'lives.

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine,

Lord ofmy life, commander of my thought,

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus* age,

Th' ejects of forrow for his valiant fons,

Whofe lofs hath piere'd him deep, and fcarr'd his heart

;

And rather comfort his diftrefled plight,

Than profecute the meaner!, or the beft,

For thefe contempts Why, thus it mall become
High-witted Tamora to glofe with all

:

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick,

Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wife,

Then is all fafe, the anchor's in the port. [AJids.

Enter Clown.

How, now, good fellow, would'rl: thou fpeak wifh us ?

Clo. Yea, forfooth, an your Mifterfhip be Emperial.

Tarn. Emprefs I am, but yonder fits the Emperor.
Clown. 'Tis he : God and St. Stephen give you good-
Even :

I have brought you a letter and a couple ofpigeons here,

[He reads the letter.

Sat. Go, take him away, and hang him prefently.

L 4 Clown.
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Clown. How much money muft I have ?
AIam. Come, firrah, thou muft be hang'd.

Clown. Hang'd ! by'r lady, then I have brought up a

neck to a fair end. [Exit.
Sat. Defpightful and intolerable- wrongs

!

Shall I endure this monftrous villany ?

I know, from whence this fame device prcceeds :

May this be borne ? as if his traiterous fons,

That dy'd by law for murther of our brother,

Have by my means been butchered wrongfully ?

Go, drag the villain hither by the hair.

Nor age nor honour fhall fhape privilege.

For this proud mock I'll be thy fhughter-man ;

Sly frantick wretch, that hoi p' ft to make me great,

In hope thy felf mould govern Rome and me.

Enter iEmilius. (15)

Sat. What news with thee, JEmi/ius ? [caufe ;

jEmil. Arm, arm, my lords; Rome never had more
The Goths have gather'd head, and with a Power
Of high-refolved men, bent to the fpoil,

They hither march amain, under the Conduct

Of Lucius > fon to old Andronicus :

Who threats in courfe of his revenge to do

As much as ever Coriolanus did.

Sat. Is warlike Lucius General of the Goths ?

(is) Enter Nuntius ts£r»ilins.] Thus the old Books havede-

fcrib'd this Character : and, I believe, I can account for the

Formality, from the Ignorance of the Editois. In the Au-
thor's Manufcript, I prefume, 'twas writ, Enter Nuntius j and

they obferving, that he is immediately call'd u£miltuj3 thought

proper to give him his whole Title, and fo dapp'd in Enter

Nuntius jfcmilius. Mr. Pope has very critically follow'd

them j and ought, methinks, to have given his new-adopted

Citizen Nnntius a place in the Dramatis Perfons. If this Gen-
tleman has difcover'd any \oman Family, that had the Pre-

nomtn of Nuntius j it is a Secret, I dare fay, more than Cari-

Jim, Diomedes Grammatic^s^ or the Fafti Capitolmi, were ever

acquainted withal. Shakefpcare meant no more than, Enter

v>£miliui as a Mtlfenrer,

Thefc
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Thefe Tiding? nip me, and I hang the head

As flowers with froft, or grafs beat down with ftorms.

Ay, now begin cur forrows to approach ;

'Tis he, the common people love fo much :

My felf hath often over heard them fay,

(When I have walked like a private man)

That Lucius banimment was wrongfully,

And they have wiih'd, that Lucius were their Emperor.'

Tarn. Why mould you fear ? is notour city flrong ?

Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius,

And wiil revolt from me, to fuccour him.

Tarn. King, be thy thoughts imperious like thy name,
Is the fun dim'd, that gnats do fly in it?

The eagle fuffers little birds to fing,

And is not careful what they mean thereby,

Knowing, that with the (hadow of his wings
He can at pleafure Hint their melody ;

Even fo may'ft thou the giddy men of Rome.
Then cheer thy fpirit, for know, thou Emperor,
I will enchant the old Andronicus

With words more fweet, and yet more dangerous,

Than baits to fifh, or honey-ftalks to fheep :

When as the one is wounded with the bait,

The other rotted with delicious food.

Sat. But he will not intreat his fon for us,

Tarn. If ¥amora intreat him, then he will

:

. For I can fmooth, and fill his aged ear

With golden promifes ; that were his heart

Almoft impregnable, his old ears deaf,

Yet mould both ear and heart obey my tongue.

Go thou before as our embaffador ; [To ^Emilius.

Say, that the Emperor requefts a parley

Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting.

Sat. JEmilius, do this mefTage honourably ;

And if he (land on hoftage for his fafety,

Bid him demand what pledge will pleafe hira befL

jEmil. Your bidding mail I do effectually.

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus,

And temper him, with all the art I have,

To pluck.proud Lucius from the-warlike Goths.

L 5 AncL
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And row, fweet Emperor, be blith again,

And bury ail thy fear in my devices.

Sat. Then go fuccefsfully, and plead to him. [Exe.

A C T V.

SCENE, A Camp, at a frnall dijlance

from Rome.

Enter Lucius ivitk Goths, with drum andfoldiers.

Lucius.

APPROVED warriors, and my faithful friends,

I have received letters from great Rome,
Which fignifie, what hate they bear their Em-

p'ror,

And how defirous of our fight they are.

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witnefs,

Imperious and impatient of your wrongs

;

And wherein Rome hath done you any fcathe,

Let him make treble fatisfaclion.

Goth. Brave flip, fprung from the great Andrcnicas>

(Whofe name was once our terror, now our comfort,)

Whofe high exploits and honourable deeds

Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt,

Be bold in us ; we'll follow, where thou lead'ft

:

Like flinging bees in hotter! fummer's day,

Led by their mailer to the flower'd fields,

And be aveng'd on curled Tamora.

Omn. And, as he faith, fo fay we all with him.

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all.

But who comes here, led by a lufty Goth ?

Enter a Goth leading Aaron, with his child in

his Arms.

Geth. Renowned Lucius y from our troops I ftray'd

To
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To gaze upon a ruinous monaftery :

And as I earneftly did fix mine eye

Upon the wafted building, fuddenly

I heard a child cry underneath a wall

;

I made unto the noife, when foon I heard

The crying babe controul'd with this difcourfe

:

" Peace, tawny Have, half me and half thy dam,
" Did not thy Hue bewray whofe brat thou art,

" Had Nature lent thee but thy mother's look,
" Villain, thou might'ft have been an Emperor :

II But where the bull and cow are both milk-white,
" They never do beget a cole-black calf

;

" Peace, villain, peace ! (ev'n thus he rates the babe)
ft For I muft bear thee to a trufty Goth ;

" Who, when he knows thou art the Emprefs' babe,
" Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's fake."

With this, my weapon drawn, I rufh'd upon him,
Surpriz'd him fuddenly, and brought him hither,

To ufe as you think needful of the man.
Luc. O worthy Goth, this is th' incarnate Devil,

That robb'd Andronicus of his good hand ;

This is the Pearl that pleas'd your Emprefs' eye,

And here's the bafe fruit of his burning luft.

Say, wall-ey'd Have, whither would' ft thou convey
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ?

Why doft not fpeak ? what ! deaf? no ! not a word ?

A halter, foldiers ; hang him on this tree,

And by his fide his fruit of baftardy.

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood.

Luc. Too like the fire for ever being good.

Firft, hang the child, that he may fee it fprawl,

A fight to vex the father's foul withal.

Get me a ladder. (16) Aar.

(16) Aar. Get me d Ladder. Lucius, fave the Child.] All the

printed Editions have given this whole Veife to Aaron, But

why fhould the Moor here ask for a Ladder, who earneftly

wanted to have his Child fav'd 5 Unlefs the Poet is fuppos'd

to mean for Atron, that, if they would get him a Ladder, he

would refolutely hang himfelf out of the way, fo they would
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Aar. Lucius^ fave the child,

And bear it from me to the Emperefs

;

If thou do this, I'll mew thee wond'rous things,

That highly may advantage thee to hear ;

If thou wilt not, befall what may befall,

I'll fpeak no more ; but Vengeance rot you all \

Luc. Say on, and if it pleafe me which thou fpeak'ft,

Thy child mail live, and I will fee it nourifh'd.

Aar. An if it pleafe thee ? why, allure thee, Lucius,

'Twill vex thy foul to hear what I mail fpeak :

For I mull talk of murthers, rapes and maiTacres,

A&s of black night, abominable deeds,

Complots of mifchief, treafon, villanies,

Ruthful to hear, yet piteoufly perform'd :

And this mail all be buried by my death,

Unlefs thou fvvear to me, my child mail live.

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; I fay, thy child mail live.

Aar. Swear, that he fhall ; and then I will begin.

Luc. Who mould I fwear by ? thou believ'ft no
God:

That granted, how can'ft thou believe an oath ?

Aar. What if I do not ! as, indeed, I do not

;

Yet, for Tknow thou art religious,

And haft a thing within thee called Confcience,

With twenty popifh tricks and ceremonies

Which I have feen thee careful to obferve :

Therefore I urge thy oath ; (for that, I know,
An idiot holds his bauble for a God,
And keeps the oath, which by that God he fvvears,

To that I'll urge him ; ) « therefore thou lhalt vow
By that fame God, what God foe'er it be,

That thou ador'ft and haft in reverence,

To fave my boy, nourifh and bring him up

;

Or elfe I will difcover nought to thee.

Luc. Even by my God I fwcar to thee, I will.

fpaic the Child. But, I much rather fufpett, there is an old

Error in prefixing the Names of the Peifons 5 and that Lucius

ought to call for the Ladder, and then ^Aaron very properly

#aireats of Lmim to fave the Child.

Aar,
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Aar. Firft, know thou, I begot him on the Emprefs.
Luc. O mod infatiate, luxurious, woman

!

Aar. Tut, Lucius, this was but a deed of chanty,
To That which thou fhalt hear of me anon.

'Twas her two fons, that murder'd BaJJianus ;

They cut thy filter's tongue, and ravilh'd her,

And cut her hands, and trim'd her as thou faw'ft.

Luc. Oh, deteftable villain ! call'it thou That trim-
ing ?

Aar. Why, me was warned, and cut, and trim'd

;

And 'twas trim fport for them that had the doing oft.
Luc. Oh, barb'rous beaftly villains like thy felf

!

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to inilrudt them :

That codding fpirit had they from their mother,
As fure a card as ever won the fet

;

That bloody mind, I think, they learn'd of me,
As true a dog as ever fought at head ;

Well ; let my deeds be witnefs of my worth.

I train'd thy brethren to that guileful hole,

Where the dead corps of BaJJianus lay :

I wrote the letter that thy father found,

And hid the gold within the letter mentioned ;

Confed'rate with the Queen, and her two fons.

And what not done, that thou hail: caufe to rue*

Wherein I had no ftroke of mifchief in't

!

I plaid the cheater for thy father's hand,

And when I had it, drew my felf apart,

And almoft broke my heart with extream laughter.

I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall,

When for his hand he had his two fons' heads

;

Beheld his tears, and laugh'd fo heartily,

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his

:

And when I told the Emprefs of this fport,

She fwooned almoft at my pleafing Tale,

And for my tidings gave me twenty kiftes..

Goth. What ! can'ft thou fay all this, and never blufli f

Aar. Ay, like a black dog, as the Saying is.

Luc. Art thou not forry for thefe heinous deeds I

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thoufand more.
Ev'n now I curfe the day (and yet, I think,

Few
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Few come within the compafs of my curfe)

Wherein I did not fome notorious 111,

As kill a man, or elfe devife his death ;

Ravifh a maid, or plot the way to do it

;

Accufe feme innocent, and forfwear my fclf

;

Set deadly enmity between two friends

;

Make poor Men's cattle break their necks ;

Set fire on barns and hay-ftacks in the night,

And bid the owners quench them with their tears

:

Oft have I digg'd up dead men from their graves,

And fet them upright at their dear friends' doors,

Ev'n when their iorrow almoft was forgot

;

And on their skin's, as on the bark of trees,

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters,

" Let not your forrow die, though I am dead.

Tut, I have done a thoufand dreadful things,

As willingly as one would kill a fly :

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed,

But that I cannot do ten thoufand more.

Luc. Bring down the devil, for he mull not die

So fweet a death, as hanging prefently.

Jar. If there be devils, 'would I were a devil,

To live and burn in ever-lafting lire,

So I might have your company in hell,

But to torment you with my bitter tongue !

Luc. Sirs, Hop his mouth, and let him (peak no more.

Enter iEmilius.

Goth. My lord, there is a meffenger from Rome
Defires to be admitted to your pi efence.

Luc. Let him come near.

Welcome, JEmilius y what's the news from Rome ?
JEmil. Lord Lucius, and you Princes of the Goths,

The Roman Emperor greets you all by me

;

And, for he underftands you are in arms,

He craves a parley at your father's houfe,

Willing you to demand your hoftages,

And they fhall be immediately deliver'd.

Goth. What fays our Gereral ?

Luc. jEmiliusy let the Emperor give his pledges

Unto



Titus Andronicus, 255
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus,

And we will come : march away. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Titus'* Palace in Rome,

Enter Tamora, Chiron and Demetrius, dijguis'd.

Tam.r-J^ H U S, in thefe ftrange and fad habiliments,

I will encounter with Andronicus :

And fay, I am Revenge fent from below,

To join with him, and right his heinous wrongs

:

Knock at the Study, where, they fay, he keeps,

To ruminate ftrange plots of dire revenge

;

Tell him, Revenge is come to join with him,

And work confufion on his enemies.

[They knock, and Titus appears abo*vel

Tit. Who doth moleft my contemplation ?

Is it your trick to make me ope the door,

That fo my fad decrees may fly away,

And all my Rudy be to no effect ?

You are deceiv'd'; for what I mean to do,

See, here in bloody lines I have fet down ;

And what is written, mall be executed.

Tarn, Titus, I am come to talk with thee.

Tit. No, not a word : how can I grace my Talk,
Wanting a hand to give it that accord ?

Thou haft the odds of me, therefore no more.

Tarn. If thou did'ft know me, thou wouldft talk

with me.
Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough ;

-Witnefs this wretched ftump, thefe crimfon lines,

Witnefs thefe trenches, made by grief and care,

Witnefs the tiring day and heavy night -

y

Witnefs all forrow, that I know thee well

For our proud Emprefs, mighty Tamora ;

Is not thy Coming for my other hand ?

Tarn. Know thou, fad man, I am not Tamora ;

She is thy enemy, and I thy friend

;

I am Revenge, fent from th' infernal Kingdom,
To eafe the gnawing Vulture of thy mind,

By
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By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes.

Come down, and welcome me to this world's light;

Confer with me of murder and of death ;

There's not a hollow cave, nor lurking place,

No vail obfcurity, or mifty vale,

Where bloody Murder or detefted Rape
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ;

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name,
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake.

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou fent to me,
To be a torment to mine enemies ?

Tarn. I am ; therefore come down, and welcome m©»
Tit. Do me fome fervice, ere I come to thee :

Lo, by thy fide where Rape, and Murder, ftands

;

Now give fome furance that thou art revenge,

Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot-wheels;

And then I'll come and be thy waggoner,

And whirl along with thee about the globes

:

Provide two proper Palfries black as jet,

To hale thy vengeful waggon fwift away,
And find out murders in their guilty caves.

And when thy car i3 loaden with their heads,

I will difmount, and by thy waggon-wheel
Trot like a fervile foot-man all day long ;

Even from Hyperions rifing in the earl,.

Until his very downfal in the fea.

And day by day I'll do this heavy task,

So thou deliroy Rapine and Murder there.

Tarn. Thefe are my minilters, and come with me.
27/. Are they thy minifters ? what are they call'd ^

Tarn. Rapine and Murder ; therefore called fo,

'Caufe they take vengeance on fuch ki. d of men.
Tit. Good lord, how like the Emprefs* fons they are,

And you the Emprefs ! but we worldly men
Have miferable and mirlaking eyes :

0 fweet Revenge, now do I come to thee,

And if one arm's embracemcnt will content thee,

1 will embrace thee in it by and by.

[Exit Titusfrom abovi.

Tarn.



Titus Andronicus, 257
Tarn. This clofing with him fits his lunacy.

Whate'er I forge to feed his brain-lick fits,

Do you uphold, and maintain in your fpeech,

For now he firmly takes me for Revenge ;

And, being credulous in this mad thought,

I'll make him fend for Lucius, his fon :

And whilft I at a banquet hold him fure,

I'll find fome cunning practice out of hand,
To fcatter and difperfe the giddy Goths,

Or, at the leaft, make them his enemies

:

See, here he comes, and I mull ply my theme.

Enter Titus.

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee:

Welcome, dread fury, to my woful houfe

;

Rapine and Murder, you are welcome too :

How like the Emprefs and her fons you are I

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor

;

Could not all hell afford you fuch a devil ?

For, well I wot, the Emprefs never wags,

But in her company there is a Moor

;

And would you reprefentour Queen aright,

It were convenient you had fuch a devil :

But welcome, as you are : what fhall we do ?

Tarn. What wouldft thou have us do, Andronicus ?
Dem. Shew me a murderer, I'll deal with him.
Chi. Shew me a villain, that has done a rape,

And I am fent to be reveng'd on him.

Tarn. Shew me a thoufand, that have done thee wrong

;

And I will be revenged on them all.

Tit. Look round about the wicked ftreets of Romet

And when thou find' ft a man that's like thy felf,

Good Murder, ftab him ; he's a murderer.

Go thou with him, and when it is thy hap
To find another that is like to thee,

Good Rapine, ftab him ; he is a ravifher.

Go thou with them, and in the Emperor's Court
There is a Queen attended by a Moor

;

Well may 'ft thou know her by thy own proportion,

For up and down fhe doth refemble thee

;

I pray
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I pray thee, do on them fome violent death ;

They have been violent to me and mine.
Tarn. Well haft thou leifon'd us, this mail we do.

But would it pleafe thee, good Andronicus,

To fend for Lucius thy thrice-valiant fon,

Who leads tow'rds Rome a band of warlike Goths,

And bid him come and banquet at thy houfe.

When he is here, even at thy folemn feaft,

I will bring in the Emprefs and her fons,

The Emperor himfelf, and all thy foes

;

And at thy mercy (hall they ftoop and kneel,

And on them malt thou eafe thy angry heart :

What fays Andronicus to this device ?

Tit, Marcusy my brother !— 'tis fad Titus calls

;

Enter Marcus.

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius

;

Thou (halt enquire him out among the Goths:

Bid him repair to me: and bring with him
Some of the chiefeft Princes of the Goths

;

Bid him encamp his Soldiers where they are ;

Tell him, the Emperor and the Emprefs too

Feaft at my houfe, and he mall feaft with them ;

This do thou for my love, and fo let him,
As he regards his aged father's life.

Mar. This will I do, and foon return again. [Exit.

Tam. Now will I hence about my bufinefs,

And take my minifters along with me.
Tit. Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder flay with me ;

Or elfe Til call my brother back again,

And cleave to no revenge but Lucius.

Tam. What fay you, boys, will you abide with him,
Whiles I go tell my lord, the Emperor,
How J have govern'd our determin'd jeft ?

Yield to his humour, fmooth and fpeak him fair,

And tarry with him 'till I come again.

Tit. I know them all, tho' they fuppofe me mad ;

And will o'er-reach them in their own devices

:

A pair of curfed hell-hounds and their dam. [Ajtde^

De?n. Madam, depart at pleafure, leave us here.

Tam.
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Tarn. Farewel, Andronicus ; Revenge now goes

To lay a complot to betray thy foes. [Exit Tamora.
Tit. I know, thou doft ; and, fweet Revenge, farewel.
Chi. Tell us, old man, how (hall we be employed ?

Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do.
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine!

Enter Publius and Servants.

Pub. What is your will ?

777. JCnow ye thefe two ?

Pub. The Emprefs' fons,

I take them, Chiron, and Demetrius.
Tit. Fie, Publius, fie ! thou art too much deceiv'd,

The one is Murder, Rape is th' other's name;
.And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ;

Caius and Valentine, lay hands on them ;

Oft have you heard me wifh for fuch an hour,
And now I find it, therefore bind them fure.

[Exit Titus.'
Chi. Villains, forbear ; we are the Emprefs' fons.

Pub. And therefore do we what we are commanded.
Stop clofe their mouths ; let them not fpeak a word.
Is he fure bound ? look, that ye bind them faft.

Enter Titus Andronicus with a Knife, and Lavinia
*with a Bafon.

^
Tit. Come, come, Lavinia ; look, thy fees are bound;

Sirs, Hop their mouths, let them not fpeak to me,
But let them hear what fearful words I utter.

Oh, villains, Chiron and Demetrius!
Here ftands the fpring whom you have ftain'd with mud,
This goodly fummer with your winter mixt

:

You kiird her husband, and for that vile fault

Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death ;

My hand cut off, and made a merry jeft

;

Both her fweet hands, her tongue, and That more dear
Than hands or tongue, her fpotlefs Chaftity,
Inhuman traitors, you conftrain'd and forc'd.
What would ye fay, if I mould let you fpeak ?

Villains !—for fhame, you could not beg for grace.

Hark,
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Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you.
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats,

Whilft that Lavinia 'twixt her flumps doth hold
The bafon, that receives your guilty blood.

You know, your mother means to feaft with me,
And calls her felf Revenge^ and thinks me mad
Hark, villains, I will grind your bones to duft,

And with your blood and it I'll make a pafte

;

And of the pafte a coffin will I rear,

And make two pafties of your lhameful heads ;

And bid that ftrumpet, your unhallow'd dam,
Like to the earth, (wallow her own increafe.

This is the feaft that I have bid her to,

And this the banquet Ihe mall furfeit on

;

For worfe than Philomel you us'd my daughter,

And worfe than Procne 1 will be reveng'd.

And now prepare your throats : La<vinia, come,
Pveceive the blood ; and, when that they are dead,

Let me go grind their bones to powder fmall,

And with this hateful liquor temper it ;

And in that pafte let their vile heads be bak'd.

Come, come, be every one officious

To make this banquet, which I wifh might prove

More ftern and bloody than the Centaurs' feaft.

[He cuts their throats.

So, now bring them in, for Til play the cook,

And fee them ready 'gainft the mother comes. [Exeunt*

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths nvith Aaron
Prifoner.

Luc. Uncle Marcus, fince it is my father's mind
That I repair to Rome, I am content.

Goth. And ours with thine, befall what fortune will.

Luc. Good uncle, take you in this barbarous Moor,
This ravenous tiger, this accurfed devil

;

Let him receive no fuftenance, fetter him,
'Till he be brought unto the Emptor's face,

For teftimony of thefe foul proceedings;

And fee, the ambufh of our friends be ltrong ;

I fear, the Emperor means no good to us.
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Aar. Some devil whifper curfes in my ear,

And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth

The venomous malice of my fwelling heart/

Luc . Away, inhuman dog, unhallovv'd Have.

[Exeunt Goths with Aaron*.'

Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. \ElouriJh.

The trumpets Ihew, the Emperor is at hand.

Sound trumpets. Enter Emperor and Emprefs9 with
tribunes and others,

Sat. What, hath the firmament more funs than one ?

Luc. What boots it thee to call thy felf a Sun >

Mar. Rome's Emperor, and Nephew, break the

parley ;

Thefe quarrels rauft be quietly debated :

The feait is ready, which the careful Titus

Hath ordain'd to an honourable end,

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome :

Pleafe you therefore draw nigh and take your places.

Sat. Marcus, we will. [Hautboys.

A Table brought in. Enter Titus like a Cook, placing
the meat on the Table, and Lavinia uoith a veil over
her face.

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; welcome, dread

Queen,
Welcome, ye warlike Goths, welcome, Lucius,

And welcome, all ; although the cheer be poor,

'Twill fill your flomachs, pleafe you eat of it.

Sat. Why art thou thus attirM, Andronicus ?
Tit, Becaufe I would be fure to have all well,

To entertain your Highnefs, and your Emprefs.

Tarn. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus.

Tit. And if your Highnefs knew my heart, you were.

My lord the Emperor, refolve me this

;

Was it well done of rafh Virginius,

To flay his daughter with his own right-hand,

Becaufe fhe was enforced, ftain'd, and deflour'd ?

Sat. It was, Andronicus.

Tit,
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fit. Your reafon, mighty lord ?

Sat. Became the girl mould not furvive her mame,
And by her prefence ftill renew his forrows.

fit. A reafon mighty, flrong, and effectual,

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant,

For me, moll wretched, to perform the like :

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy fhame with thee,

And with thy fhame thy father's forrow die !

[He kills her.

Sat. What hall thou done, unnatural and unkind ?

fit. Kill'd her, for whom my tears have made me
blind.

I am as woful as Virginias was,

And have a thoufand times more caufe than he
To do this outrage. And it is now done.

Sat. What, was me ravifh'd ? tell, who did the

deed ?

fit. Will't pleafe you eat, wiU't pleafe your Highnefs
feed ?

fam. Why hall thou flain thine only daughter thus ?

fit. Not I, 'twas Chiron and Demetrius.

They ravifh'd her, and cut away her tongue,

And they, 'twas they, that did her all this wrong.
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us prefently.

fit. Why, there they are both, baked in that pye,

Whereof their mother daintily hath fed

;

Eating the flefh, that fhe her felf hath bred.
" Tis true, 'tis true; witnefs, my knife's fharp point.

[He ftabs the Emprefs.
Sat. Die, frantick wretch, for this accurfed deed.

[He ftabs Titus.

Luc. Can the fon's eye behold his father bleed ?

There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed.

[Lucius ftabs the Empcrcr.

Mar. You fad-fcc'd men, people and fons of Rome,

By uprore fever'd, like a flight of fowl

Scattei'd by winds and high tempelluous gufts,

Oh, let me teach you how to knit again

This fcattciM corn into one mutual fheaf,

Thefe broken limbs again into one body.

Goth.
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Goth. Let Rome her felf be Bane unto her felf;

And me whom mighty Kingdoms curtue to,

Like a forlorn and defperate caft-away,

Do fhameful execution on her felf.

Mar. But if my irony figns and chaps of age,

Grave witnelTes of true experience,

Cannot induce you to attend my words,

Speak, Rome's dear friend ; as erlr, our Anceflor,

[To Lucius.
When with his folemn tongue he did difcourfe

To love-fick Dido's fad attending ear,

The llory of that baleful burning Night,

When fubtile Greeks furpriz'd King Priam's Troy :

Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitch'd our ears,

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in,

That gives our Troy, our Rome* the civil wound.
My heart is not compact of flint, nor fteel

;

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief,

But floods of tears will drown my oratory,

And break my very utt'ranee; even in the time
When it mould move you to attend me moil,

Lending your kind commiferation.

Here is a Captain, let him tell the Tale,

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him fpeak. 1

Luc. Then, noble Auditory, be it known to you,
That curfed Chiron and Demetrius

Were they, that murdered our Emperor's brother ;

And they it were, that ravifhed our iifler :

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded,

Oar father's tears defpis'd, and bafely cozen'd

Of that true hand, that fought Rome's quarrel out,

And fent her enemies into the grave.

La'ftly, my felf unkindly bammed,
The gates fhut on me, and turn'd weeping out,

To beg relief among Rome's enemies

;

Who drown'd their enmity in my true tear:,

And op'd their arms t
1

embrace me as a friend :

And I am turn'd forth, be it known to you,

That have preferv'd her welfare in my blood,

And from her bofom took the enemy's point,

Sheathing
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Sheathing the fieel in my advenc'rous body.

Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, f

;

My fears can witnefs, dumb although they are,

That my report is juft, and full of truth.

But, foft, methinks, I do digrefs too much,
Citing my worthlefs praife : oh, pardon me,
For when no friends are by, men praife themfelves.

Mar. Now is my tongue to fpeak : behold this child,

Of this was Tamora delivered ;

The iflue of an irreligious Moor,

Chief architect and plotter of thefe woes

;

The villain is alive in Titus* houfe, ( 1 7)

Damn'd as he is, to witnefs this is true.

Now judge, what caufe had Titus to revenge

Thefe wrongs, unfpeakable, paft patience,

Qr more than any living man could bear.

Now you have heard the truth, what fay you, Romans ?
Have we done aught amifs ? mew us wherein,

And from the place where you behold us now,
The poor remainder of Andronicus,

We'll hand in hand all head-long call us down,
And on the ragged flones beat out our brains,

And make a mutual Clofure of our Houfe :

Speak, Romans, fpeak; and, if you fay, we mall,

Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall.

JEm. Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome,

And bring our Emperor gently in thy hand,

Lucius our Emperor : for, well I know,
The common voice do cry, it fhall be fo.

(17) The Villain is alive in Titus' houfe,

And as he is, to vuitnefs this is true.] The Villain alive, and

us he is, furcly, can never be right. The Manufcript mud
have been obfeure and blindly writ, fo that the fiift Editors

could not make out the Word, which I have ventut'd to re-

ftore. The Epithet, I have replac'd, admirably forts with the

Moor's Character: and Lucius ufes it again, Jpeaking of him
at the Conclufion of the Play.

See jufttct done on Aaron that damned Moor.

Bcfidcs, damned as he is is a Mode of Exprefllon familiar

with our Author.

Marl
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Mar. Lucius, all hail, Rome's royal Emperor !

Go, go, into old Titus' forrowful houfe,

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor,

To be adjudged Come direful flaughtering death ;

As puniihment for his molt wicked life.

Lucius, all hail, Rome's gracious governour ?

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans : may I govern {o 9

To heal Rome's harm, and drive away her woe !

But, gentle people, give me aim a while,

For nature puts me to a heavy task :

Stand all aloof ; but, Uncle, draw you near,

To Ihed obfequious tears upon this Trunk :

Oh, take this warm kifs on thy pale cold lips,

Thefe forrowful drops upon thy blood-itain'd face ;

The laft true duties of thy noble Son
Mar. Ay, tear for tear, and loving kifs for kifs,

Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy hps :

O, were the fum of thefe that I mould pay
Countlefs and infinite, yet would I pay them f

Luc. Come hither, boy; come, come, and learn of us

To melt in mowers ; thy grandfire lov'd thee well ;

Many a time he danc'd thee on his knee ;

Sung thee afleep, his loving bread: thy pillow :

Many a matter hath he toid to thee,

Meet and agreeing with thy infancy ;

In that refpett then, like a loving child,

Shed yet fome fmall drops from thy tender fpnngj

Becaufe kind nature doth require it fo ;

Friends mould affociate friends, in grief and woe :

Bid him farewel, commit him to the grave ;

Do him that kindnefs, and take leave of him.

Boy. O grandfire, grandfire ! ev'n with all my heart,
* Would I were dead, fo you did live again

O lord, I cannot fpeak to him for weeping

My tears will choak me, if I ope my mouth.

JLnter Romans with Aaron.

Rom. You fad Andronici, have done with woes

:

Give fentence on this execrable wretch,

That hath been breeder of thefe dire events,

Vol. VI. M Luc.
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Luc. Set him breaft-deep in earth, and famim him :

There let him Hand, and *ave and cry for food :

If any one relieves or pities him,

For the offence he dies : this is our doom.
Some flay to fee him faftned in the earth.

Aar. O, why mould wrath be mute, and fury dumb !—
I am no baby, I, that with bafe prayers

I mould repent the evil I have done :

Ten thoufand worfe, than ever yet I did,

Would I perform, if I might have my will :

If one good deed in all my life I did,

I do repent it from my very foul.

Luc. Some loving friends convey the Emp'ror hence,
And give him burial in his father's grave.

My father and Lavinia mail forthwith

Ee clofed in our Houthold's Monument

:

As for that heinous tygrefs Tamora,

No funeral rites, nor man in mournful weeds,

No mournful bell mall ring her burial

;

]But throw her forth to beafts and birds of prey :

Her life was beaft-like, and devoid of pity ;

And, being fo, mall have like want of pity.

See juftice done on Aaron that damn'd Moor,

From whom our heavy haps had their beginning ;

Then, afterwards, we'll order well the State ;

That like events may ne'er it ruinate. \Extunt omnes.
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ACT L

SCENE, an open Plan.

Thunder and Lightning. Enter three Witches

i Witch.
HEN (hall we three meet again ?

In thunder, lightning, or in rain?

2 Witch. When the hurly-burly's

done.

When the BattVs loll and won.

3 Witch. ThatwiUbe ere Set of Sun.
i Witch. Where the pLce ?

2 Witch. Upon the heath.

3 Witch. There I go to meet Macbeth.

1 Witch. I come, I come, Grimalkin.

2 Witch. Padocke calls anon !

All. Fair is foul, and foul is fair,

Hover through the fog and filthy air.

[They rifefrom the ftage, andfly away.

M 3 SCENE



270 The Tragedy Macbeth,

SCENE changes to the Palace at Forrs.

Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox, <with
attendant

s

9 meeting a bleeding Captain,

King. \X7 HAT bloody man is that? he can report*

VV As feemeth by his plight, of the revolt
The neweft ftate.

.

Mai. This is the Serjeant,

Who like a good and hardy foldier fought
'Gainft my captivity. Hail, hail, brave friend !

Say to the King the knowledge of the broil,

As thou didft leave it.

Cap. Doubtful long it flood :

As two fpent fwimmers that do cling together,

And choak their Art : the mercilefs Macdonel
(Worthy to be a Rebel ; for to That
The multiplying villanies of nature

Do fwarm upon him) from the weftern iiles

Of' Kernes and Gallow-glaffes was iupply'd ;

And fortune, on his damned quarry fmiling,

Shew'd like a rebel's whore. But all too weak

:

Tor brave Macbeth (well he deferves that name)
Difdaining fortune, with his brandifht fteel

Which fmoak'd with bloody execution,

Like Valour's Minion carved out his pafTage,

'Till he had fac'd the Have;

Who ne'er lriook hands nor bid farewel to him,

'Till he unfeam'd him from the nave to th
f chops,

And fix'd his head upon our battlements.

King. Oh, valiant Coufin ! worthy Gentleman f

Cap. As whence the fun 'gins his reflection,

Shipwrecking flormsand direful thunders break

;

So from that Spring, whence Comfort feem'd to come, (1)

DiG

(i) So from that Spring, whence Comfort fecm'd to come,

Difcomjort fvueifd.] 1 have not diflurb'd the Text here, as

the Senfe docs not abfolutely requite it ; tho* Di, Thirlby prc-

icabes a very ingenious and eafic Correction :
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Difcomfort fwell'd. Mark, King of Scotland, mark ;

No fooner Juftice had, with valour arm'd,

CompeU'd thefe skipping Kernes to truft their heels

;

But the Nornjoeyan lord, furveying vantage,

With furbifht arms and new fupplies of men
Began a frem afTault.

King. Difmay'd not this

Our Captains, Macbeth and Banquo ?

Cap. Yes,

As fparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion.

If I fay footh, I muft report, they were
As cannons overchargM ; with double cracks, (2)

So they redoubled ltroaks upon the foe

:

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds.
Or memorize another Golgotha ,

I cannot tell -

But I am faint, my games cry for help.

King. So well thy words become thee, as thy wounds \

They fmack of honour both. Go, get him furgeons.

"Enter Rofle and Angus.

But who comes here ?

Mai The worthy Thane of RoJJe.

Len. What hafte looks through his eyes ?

So mould he look, that feems to fpeak things ftrange,

RoJJe. God fave the King !

King. Whence cam'ft thou, worthy Thane ?

RoJJe. From Fife, great King,

Where the Norweyan Banners flout the sky,

And fan our people cold.

Norway, himfelf with numbers terrible, (3)

Aflifted

So from that Spring, whence Comfort fsem'd to some,

Difcomfoits weird,

i. e. ftream'd, flow'd forth : a Word that peculiarly agrees

with the Metaphor of a Spring. The Original is <Anglo-Saxon

^eallian, fcaturire ; which very well expreiTes the DirTufion and

Scattering of Water from its Head.

(2) / mufi report they were

xA$ Cannons overcharg'd with double cracks.] Cannons orer-

M 4. charg'd
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.Aftifted by that moft difloyal traitor

The Klhane ef Cawdor, 'gan a difmal conflict

.

Till that Beltane? s bridegroom, lapt in proof, (4)
Confronted him with felf-^omparifons,

Point again ft point rebellious, arm 'gain ft arm,
Curbing his lavifh fpirit. To conclude,

The victory fell on us.

King. Great happinefs

!

Rofie, Now Svueno, Norway's King, craves compa-
fition :

Nor would we deign him burial of his men,
Till he disburfed, at Saint Colmes-kill-ife,

Ten thousand dollar?, to our gen'ral ufe.

King, No more that Thane of Cawdor fhall deceive
Cur bofom im'reft. Go, pronounce his death ;

And with his former Title greet Macbeth.

Rojfe. I'll' fee it done.

King. What he hath loft, noble Macbeth hath won.
[Exeunt.

charg'd with Cracks 1 have no Idea of: My Pointing, I think,

gives the eafie and natural Senfe. Macbeth and Banquo were

like Cannons oveicharg'd ; why ? becaufe they redoubled
1 rokes 011 the foe with twice the fury, and Impctuofity, as

befoi 5

(3) Norway himfelf, with Numbers terrible,

lAjJift/d by that, &c] Norway himfelf afiifted, ire Is a Read-
ing uc owe to the Editors, not to the Poet. That Energy and
Contraft of Expreftion are loft, which my Pointing rcftores.

The Senfe is, Norway, who was in himfelf terrible by his own
K umbers, when aflifled by Cawdor, became yet more terrible*

(4) Tilt that Bellona'j Bridegroom^ lapt in Proof,

Confronted him with felf Comp arijons,

Point againft point, rebellious arm 'gainft arm,

Curbing his lavifh Spirit. ] Here again We are to quarrel

with the Tranfpofirion of an innocent Comma ; which how-

ever becomes dangerous to Senfc, when in the Hands either of

a «arelels or ignorant Editor. Let us fee who is it, that brings

this rebellious Arm 5 Why, it is Belloua's Bridegroom: and

who is He, but Macbeth. We can never believe, our Author

meant any thing like This. My Regulation of the Pointing

leftores the true Meaning ; that the loyal Macbeth confronted

the difloyal Cawdor, arm to arm,. SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Heath.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

1 Witch. TT7HERE haft thou been, filler ?

YV 2 Witch, Killing fvvine.

3 Witch. Sifter, where thou ?

1 Witch. A failor's wife had chefnuts in her lap,

And mouncht, and mouncht, and mouncht. Give m£>
quoth I.

Aroint thee, witch !— the rump-fed ronyon cries..

Her husbands to Aleppo gone, matter o'th' Tyger :

But in a fieve I'll thither fail,

And like a rat without a tail,

I'll do— I'll do— and I'll do.

2 Witch. I'll give thee a wind.

1 Witch. Thou art kind.

3 Witch. And I another.

1 Witch. I my felf have all the other,.

And the very points they blow

;

Ail the quarters that they know,
I'th' fhip-man's card.—

—

I will drain him dry as hay ;

Sleep mall neither night nor day
Hang upon his pent-houfe lid ;

He mall live a man forbid ;

Weary fev'n-nights, nine times nine,

Shall he dwindle, peak and pine :

Though his bark cannot be loft,

Yet it (hall be tempeft-toft.

Look, what I have.

2 Witch. Shew me, mew me.
1 Witch. Here I have a pilot's thumb,

Wreckt as homeward he did come. [Drum within*.

3 Witch. A drum, a drum !

Macbeth doth come [

All. The Weird fillers, hand in hand, (5)

Pollers;

(s) The weyward hand in hand^ The Witches are here

freaking of themfdyes, and it is wonh. an Enquiry why they

M 5 Ih©w4i
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Pollers of the fea and land,

Thus do go about, about,

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine,

And thrice again to make up nine !

Peace ! the Charm's wound up.

Enter Macbeth and Banquo, maitb Soldiers and other

attendants.

Mac. So fcul and fair a day I have not feen.

Ban. How far is't call'd to Foris P— What are thefe,

So wither'd, and fo wild in their attire,

That look not like th' inhabitants o'th' earth,

And yet are on'c? Live you, or are you aught

That man may queition ? You feem to understand me,
By each at once her choppy finger laying

Upon her skinny lips ; You mould be women ,

And yet your beards forbid me to interpret,

That you are fo.

Macb. Speak, if you can ; what are you ?

1 Witch. All-hail, Macbeth! hail to'thee, Thane of

Glam is !

2 Witch. All-hail, Macbeth i hail to thee, Thane of

Candor !

3 Witch. All-hail, Macbeth ! that malt be King here-

after.

Ban. Good Sir, why do you ftart, and feem to fear

Things that do found fo fair ? I'th' name of truth,

Are ye fantastical, or That indeed [To the Witches.

Which outwardly ye (hew ? my noble Partner

ihculd ftile themfelvcs the wnward, or wayward Sifters. This
Word in its general Acceptation fignifies, perverfe, froward,

miody, objtinate, nnir actable^ &c. and is every where fo ufed by
our S**a{?fpf*'C> It is improbable, the Witch** would adopt

this Epithet to themfelves, in any of thefe Senfcij and there-

fore we are to look a little farther for the Poet's Word and
Meaning. Witrd, in the ScotJ) Language, li^nifes a Witch,

or WiXAfd: and therefore, in every Tillage, where there is

iMy Relation to thefe Witches or Wizards, my Emendation

ntofl be ca^braced, and wc mult read V, ,trd
}
or Weird.

You
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You greet with prefent grace, and great prediclioix

Of noble Having, and of royal Hope,
That he feems rapt withal ; to me you fpeak not.

If you can look into the Seeds of time,

And fay, which Grain will grow and which will not

;

Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear,

Your favours, nor your hate.

1 Witch. Hail

!

2 Witch, Hail [

3 Witch, Hail !

1 Witch, Leffer than Macbeth, and greater.

2 Witch. Not fo happy, yet much happier.

3 Witch, Thou malt get Kings, though thou be none

So, all hail, Macbeth and Banquo !

1 Witch. Banquo and Macbeth, all-hail !

Macb. Stay, you imperfect Speakers, tell me more i

By SinePs death, I know, I'm Thane of G/amis ;

But how, of Cawdor ? the Thane of Cawdor lives.

A profp'rous gentleman ; and, to be King,
Stands not within the profpect of belief,

No more than to be Cawdor. Say, from whence
You owe this ftrange intelligence ? or why
Upon this blafted heath you flop our way,
With fuch prophetick Greeting ? fpeak, I charge

you. [Witches van i/h,

Ban, The earth hath bubbles, as the water has ;

And thefe are of them : whither are they vaniuVd ?

Macb. Into the air : and what feem'd corporal

Melted, as breath, into the wind. —
'Woufd they had ftaid !

Ban. Were fuch things here, as we do fpeak about? (6)

Or

(6) Were fuch Things here, as we do fpsak^ about ?

Or have vje eaten of the infane Root,

That takes the Reafon prifancv f ]

HeRor Soethius, who gives us an Account of Sueno^s Army
being intoxicared by a Preparation pur upon them by their

fubtle Enemy, informs us ; that there is a Plant, which grows
in great Quantity in Scotland^ call'd SoUtmm Anentiales

that its Berries axe purple, or xathex black, when full ripe 5
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Or have we eaten of the infane root,
That takes the Reafon prifcner ?

Macb. Your children fhall be Kings.
Ban, You fhallj>e King.
Macb, And Thane of Cawdor too ; went it not fo T

Ban, To th
r
felf fame tune, and words ; who's here? 1

Enter Roffe and Angus.

Roffe. The King hath happily receiv'd, Macbeth,..
The news of thy fuccefs ; and when he reads

Thy perfonal venture in the rebels' fight,

His wonders and his praifes do contend,
Which mould be thine, or his. Silenc'd with That,
In viewing o'er the reft o'th' felf-fame day,
He finds thee in the ftout Norweyan ranks,

Nothing afraid of what thy felf didft make,
Strange images of death. As thick as hail,

Came Poft on Poft ; and every one did bear

Thy praifes in his Kingdom's great defence :

And pour'd them down before him.
Ang. We are fent,

To give thee, from our royal Mafter, thanks ;

Only to herald thee into his fight,

Not pay thee.

Roffe. And for an earneft of a greater honour,
He bade me, from him, call thee Thane of Cawdor i

In which Addition, hail, moft worthy Thane !

For it is thine.

Ban, What, can the Devil fpeak true ?

Macb, The Thane of Cawdor lives

;

Why do you drefs me in his borrowed robes ?

Ang, Who was the Thane, lives yet

;

"But under heavy judgment bears that life,

Which he deferves to lofe. Whether he was

and have a Quality of laying to Sleep j or of driving into

Madnefs, if a more rhan ordinary Quantity of them be taken.

This PalTage of Boethw, I dare fay , our Poet had an Eye to:

and, 1 think, it fairly accounts for his Mention of the mfani

Root,

Ccmbin'd
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Combin'd with Norway, or did line the Rebel

With hidden help and vantage ; or that with both

He laboured in his country's wreck, 1 know not

;

But treafons capital, confefs'd, and prov'd,

Have overthrown him.

Macb. Glamis and Thane of Cawdor ! [JJideZ

The greateil is behind. Thanks for your pains.

[To Angus.

Do you not hope, your children fhall be Kings ?

[To Banquov
When thofe that gave the Thane of Cawdor to me,
Promis'd no lefs to them ?

Ban, That, trufted home,
Might yet enkindle you unto the Crown,
Befides the Thane of Cawdor. But *tis ftrange

:

And oftentimes, to win us to our harm,

The initruments of Darknefs tell us truths

;

Win us with honeft trifles, to betray us

In deepeft confequence.

Coufins, a word, I pray you. [To RofTe and Angus,
Macb, Two truths are told, [Jjide,

As happy prologues to the fwelling a6l

Of the imperial theme. 1 thank you, gentlemen
This fupernatural Soliiciting

Cannot be ill ; cannot be good. If ill,

Why hath it giv'n me earneft of fuccefs,.

Commencing in a truth ? I'm Thane of Cawdor.
If goodi why do I yield to that fuggeftion,

Whofe horrid image doth unfix my hair,

And make my feaied heart knock at my ribs

Againft the ufe of nature ? prefent feats (7)

Are

(7) 'prefent Fears

vArt Ufs than horrible Imaginings.] Macbeth, while he is projec-

ting the Murther, which he afterwards puts in Execution, is

thrown into the mo ft agonizing Affright at the Profpect of
it : which foon recovering from, thus he reafons on the Nature

of his Diforder. But Imaginings are fo far from being more or

Jefs than prefent Fears, that they are the fame Things under

different Words, Sh.Ak$fj>tarc certainly wrote

5

»-

—

prefent
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Are lefs than horrible imaginings.

My thought, whofe murther yet is but fantaftical,

Shakes fo my fingle flate of man, that Fun&ion
Is fmother'd in furmife; and nothing is,

But what is not.

Ban. Look, how our Partner's rapt

!

Macb. If Chance will have me King, why, Chance
may crown me, [Jjide.

Without my ftir.

Ban. New Honours, come upon him,

Like our ftrange garments cleave not to their mould.
But with the aid of ufe.

Macb. Come what come may,
Time and the hour runs thro' the rougheft day.

Ban. Worthy Macbeth, we ftay upon your leifure.

Macb. Give me your favour : my dull brain was
wrought

With things forgot. Kind gentlemen, your pains

Are regiltred where every day I turn

The leaf to read them Let us tow'rd the King

;

Think, upon what hath chanc'd ; and at more time,

[To Banquo.
(The Interim having weighed it,) let us fpeak

Our free hearts each to other.

Ban. Very gladly.

Macb. 'Till then, enough: come, friends. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Palace*

Tlourijh. Enter King, Malcolm, Donalbain, Lenox,
a?id attendants.

King. X S execution done on Cawdor yet ?

J[ Or not thofe in commiffion yet return'd ?

prefent Feats

^ire left than horrible Imaginings,

i. e. When I come to execute this Murther, I fhall find it much
lefs dreadful than my frighted Imagination now prcfents it to

me. A coufidaation diawnfrom the Nature of the imagination.

Warburton.

Mai.
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Mai. My liege,

They are not yet come back. But I have fpoke

"With one that faw him die; who did report,

That very frankly he confefs'd his treafons

;

Implor'd your Highnefs' pardon, and fet forth

A deep repentance ; nothing in his life

Became him like the leaving it. He dy'd,

As one, that had been ftudied in his death,

To throw away the deareft thing he ow'd,

As 'twere a carelefs trifle.

King. There's no art,

To find the mind's conftruction in the face:

He was a gentleman, on whom I built

An abfolute truft.

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Roue, and Angus,

0 worthier!: Coufin

!

The fin ofmy ingratitude e'en now
Was heavy on me. Thou'rt fo far before,

That fvvifterc wing of recompence is flow,

To overtake thee. 'Would, thou'dft lefs deferv'd,

That the proportion both of thanks and payment
Might have been mine ! only I've left to fay,

More is thy due, than more than all can pay.

Macb. The fervice and the loyalty I owe,
In doing it, pays it felf. Your Highnefs' part

Is to receive our duties ; and our duti^

Are to your Throne, and State, children and fervants j

Which do but what they mould, by doing every thing
Safe tow'rd your love and honour.

King. Welcome hither

:

1 have begun to plant thee, and will labour

To make thee full of growing. Noble Banquo
,

Thou haft no lefs deferv'd, and mull be known
No lefs to have done fo : let me enfold thee,

And hold thee to my heart.

Ban. There if I grow,
The harvell is your own.

King. My plenteous joys,

Wanton in fulnefs, feck to hide themfelves

In
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In drops of farrow. Sons, kinfmen, Thanes,

And you whofe Places are the neareft, know,
We will eflablifh our eftate upon
Our eldeft Malcolm, whom we name hereafter

The Prince of Cumberland : which honour mufty
Not unaccompanied, inveft him only ;

But figns of Noblenefs, like flars, mall mine
On all dcfervers. Hence to Invernefs,

And bind us further to you.

Macb. The Reft is Labour, which is not usM for

you

;

I'll be my felf the harbinger, and make joyful

The Hearing of my wife with your approach

;

So humbly take my leave.

King. My worthy Cawdor!
Macb. The Prince of Cumberland! * that is

a Hep,

On which I mull fall down, or elfe o'er-leap, [dflde.

For in my way it lyes. Stars, hide your fires !

Let not light fee my black and deep deiires

;

The Eye wink at the hand! yet let that be,

V/hich the eye fears, when it is done, to fee. [Exit,

King. True, worthy Banquo ; he is full fo valiant;

And in his commendations 1 am fed;

It is a banquet to me. Let us after him,

Whofe care is gone before to bid us welcome

:

It is a peerlefs Kinfman. \Elourifh. Exeunt.

SCENE changes to an Apartment in Macbeth^
Cajlle, at Inverncfs.

Enter Lady Macbeth alone, with a letter.

Lady. ^ I ^ HEY met me in the day of fucccfs ; and I
have learn d by the fcrfeclefl report, they

have more in them than mortal knowledge . When I
burnt in defire to quejiion them further, they made them-

fel<ves air, into which they Danifly d. While I flood

rapt in tie wonder of it, came Mifllves from the King,

who all-,lail'd me, li.ane^ Cawdor; by which title,

before.
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before, thefe weirdjlfters faluted me, and referred me
to the coming on of time, with hail, King that malt be !

This have I thought good to deliver thee (my dearejl

Partner of Greatnefs) that thou might
1

ft not lofe the dues

of rejoicing, by being ignorant of what Greatnefs is

promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, andfareweI.

Glamis thou art, and Cawdor and malt be

What thou art prormYd. Yet do I fear thy nature ;

It is too full o' th* rnilk of human kindnefs,

To catch the neareft way. Thou wouldit be great

;

Art not without ambition ; but without

The ilinefs fnould attend it. What thou wouldft highly,

That wouldft thou holily ; wouldft not play falfe,

And yet wouldft wrongly win. Thou\ift have, great

Glamis,

That which cries, w thus thou muft do, if thou have
it;

" And That which rather thou dofl fear to do,
" Than wifoeft mould be undone.** Hie thee hither*

That I may pour my fpirits in thine ear,

And chaftiie with the valour of my tongue

All that impedes thee from the golden Round,
Which fate, and metaphyseal aid, doth feem

To have thee crown'd withal.

Enter Meffenger.

What is your tidings ?

Mef The King comes here to night.

Lady. Thou'rt mad to fay it.

Is not thy mailer with him ? who, wer't fo,

Would have inform'd for preparation.

Mef So pleafe you, it is true: our Thane is coming*

One of my fellows had the fpeed of him;
Who, almoft dead for breath, had fcarcely more
Than would make up his melTage.

Lady. Give him tending ;

He brings great news. The raven himfelf is hoarfe,

[Exit Mef.

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan
- Under
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Under my battlements. Come, all you Spirits

That tend on mortal thoughts, unfex me here

;

And fill me, from the crown to th' toe, top-full

Of direft cruelty ; make thick my blood,

Stop up th'accefs and paflage to Remorfe,

That no compunctious vifitings of nature

Shake my fell purpofe, nor keep peace between

Th' erred, and it. Come to my woman's breafts,

And take my milk for gall, you murth'ring minifters

!

Where-ever in your fightlefs fubitances

You wait on nature's mifchief— Come, thick night

!

And pall thee in the dunneft fmoak of hell,

That my keen knife fee not the wound it makes

;

Nor heav'n peep through the blanket of the dark.

To cry, hold, hold !

Enter Macbeth.

Great Glamis! v/orthy Cawdor! [Embracing bim>
Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter

!

Thy letters have tranfported me beyond
This ign'rant prefent time, and I feel now
The future in the inftant.

Macb. Deareft love,

Duncan comes here to night.

Lady, And when goes hence ?

Macb. To morrow, as he purpofes.

Lady. Oh, never

Shall Sun that morrow fee !

Your face, my Thane, is as a book, where men (g)

(8 ) Tour Face, my Thane, is as a Book, where Men
May read flrange Matters to beguile the Time,

Look^like the Time,) I ha?e ventui'd againft the Autho-
rity of all the Copies, to alter the Pointing of this PafTagc:

and, I hope, with fome Certainty. The Lady undoubtedly

means, that Macbeth looks fo full of thought and folemn Re-
flexion upon the purpos'd aft, that, flic fears, People may
comment upon the &eafon of his Gloom : and therefore

defires him, in order to take off and prevent fuch Comments,
to wear a Face of Pleafurc and Entertainment j and look like

the Time, the better to deceive the Time,
May
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May read ftrange matters. To beguile the time,

Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye,

Your hand, your tongue ; look like the innocent flower*

But be the ferpent under't. He, that's coming,
Muft be provided for ; and you mall put

This night's great bufinefs into my difpatch,

Which lhall to all our nights and days to come
Give folely fovereign fway and mafterdom.
Macb. We will fpeak further.

Lady. Only look up clear :

To alter favour, ever, is and fear.

Leave all the reft to me. [Exeunt,

SCENE, before Macbeth'* Cajlle-Gate.

Hautboys and Torches. Enter King, Malcolm, Do-

nalbain, Banquo, Lenox, Macduff, Roffe, Angus,

and Attendants.

King.*~T^H 1

S

Caftle hath a PIeafant feat ; the air

JL Nimbly and fweetly recommends it felf

Unto our gentle fenfes.

Ban. This gueft of fummer,
The temple-haunting martlet, does approve

By his lov'd Manfionry that heaven's breath

Smells wooingly here. No jutting frieze,

Buttrice, nor coigne of vantage, but this bird

Hath made his pendant bed, and procreant cradle :

Where they moil: breed and haunt, I have obferv'd,

The air is delicate.

Enter Lady.

King. See, fee ! our honour'd Hoftefs

!

The love that follows us, fometimes is our trouble,

Which ftill we thank as love. Herein I teach you,

How you fhould bid god-eyldus for your pains*

And thank us for your trouble.

Lady. All our fervice

(In every point twice done, and then done double,}

Were poor and fingle bufinefs to contend
Againft.
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Againft thofe honours deep and broad, wherewith
Your Majefty loads our Houfe. For thofe of old,

And the late dignities heap'd up to them,
We reft your Hermits.

King. Where's the Thane of Cawdor ?
We courft him at the heels, and had a purpofe

To be his purveyor : but he rides well,

And his great love, (fharpashis fpur,) hath holp him
TVs home before us : fair and noble Hoftefs,

We are your gueft to night.

Lady. Your fervants ever

Have theirs, themfelves, and what is theirs in compt,
To make their audit at your Highnefs' pleafure,

Still to return your own.
King. Give me your hand ;

Conduct me to mine Hoft, we love him highly %

A*nd mall continue cur graces towards him.

By your leave, Hoftefs. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to an Apartment in Macbeth'*

Cafile.

Hautboys, Torches. Enter divers fervants with dijhes

and fer<vice over the ftage. Then Macbeth.

Macb.^Y it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well

jf^ It were done quickly : if th' affaftinatipo

Could trammel up the confequence, and catch

With its (urceaCe, fuccef ; that but this blow

Mighi be the Be-all and the End-all—— Here, (9)

Bu here, upon this Bank and Shoal of time,

We'd jump the life to come —1 %t, in thefe cafes,

We ftill have judgment here, thapwe but teach

(9) But here, upon this Banl^ and School of 7imeJ\

Bank and School What I monfirous Couplement, as Don
^Armado fays, is here of heterogeneous Ideas ! I have ventur/d

to amend, which reftores a Confonance of Images,

on this Banl^ and Shoal of Time.

i.e. this Shallow, this nr.rro-w Ford of human Life, oppofed

to the $reat ^Abyft of Eternity.

Bloody
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Bloody inftructions ; which, being taught, return

To plague th* inventor. Even-handed Juftice

Returns th' Ingredients of our poifon'd chalice

To our own lips. He's here in double truft :

Firft, as I am his kihfman and his fubjefl,

Strong both againft the deed : Then, as his Hoft,

Who mould againft his murth'rer mut the door,

Not bear the knife my felf. Befides, this Duncan
Hath borne his faculties fo meek, hath been

So clear in his great office, that his virtues

Will plead, like angels, trumpet-tongu'd againft

The deep damnation of his taking off

:

And Pity, like a naked new-born babe,

Striding the blaft, or heav'ns cherubin horsM (10)

Upon the filent courfers of the air,

Shall blow the horrid deed in ev'ry eye ;

That tears mall drown the wind.— I have no fpur

To prick the fides of my intent, but only

Vaulting Ambition, which o'er-leaps it felf,

And falls on th' other

Enter Lady Macbeth.

How now ? what news ?

Lady. He's almoft fupp'd ; why have you left the
chamber ?

Macb. Hath he ask'd for me ?

Lady. Know you not he has ?

Macb. We will proceed no further in this buflnefs.

He hath honour'd me of late ; and I have bought
Golden opinions from all fort of people,

Which would be worn now in their neweft glofs,

Not call afide fo foon.

Lady. Was the hope drunk,

Wherein you dreft your felf? hath it flept iince ?

And wakes it now, to look fo green and pale

(10) or Heav'n's Cherubin horsed upon the fighUefs Cou-
riers of the y4rr.] Bur .the Cherubin is the Courier -

3 fo that he
can't be faid to be bon'd upon another Courier. We muft
lead, thcxcfoic, Courfirs. Mr, Warbmton.
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At what it did fo freely ? from this time,

Such I account thy love. Art thou afraid

To be the fame in thine own act and valour,

As thou art in defire ? wouldft thou have That,
Which thou efteem'ft the ornament of life,

And live a coward in thine own efteem ?

Letting I dare not wait upon 1 would

\

Like the poor cat i
1

th' Adage.

Macb. Pr'ythee, peace

;

I dare do all that may become a man ;

Who dares do more, is none.

Lady, What beaft was't then,

That made you break this enterprize to me ?

When you durft do it, then you were a man ;

And (to be more than what you were) you would
Be fo much more the man. Nor time, nor place

Did then co-here, and yet you would make both :

They've made themfelves ; and that their fitnefs now
Do's unmake you. I have given fuck, and know
How tender 'tis to love the babe that milks me 1

I would, while it was fmiling in my face,

Have pluckt my nipple from his bonelefs gums,
And dalht the brains out, had I but fo fworn

As you have done to this.

Macb. If we mould fail,

Lady. We fail !

But fcrew your courage to the flicking place,

And we'll not fail. When Duncan is afleep,

(Whereto the rather lhall his day's hard journey

Soundly invite him) his two chamberlains

Will I with wine and waffel fo convince,

That memory (the warder of the brain)

Shall be a fume ; and the receipt of reafon

A limbeck only ; when in fwinilh fleep

Their drenched natures lie as in a death,

What cannot you and I perform upon

Th* unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon
His fpungy officers, who lhall bear the guilt

Of our great quell ?

Macb. Bring forth men-children only !

For
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For thy undaunted metal mould compofe
1

; t not De receiv'd,

As we mall make our gneis anu via«w« — -

Upon his death ?

Macb. I'm fettled, and bend up

-Each corporal agent to this terrible Feat.

Away, and mock the time with faireft mow :

Falfe face muft hide what the falfe heart doth know.
[Exeunt*

ACT 11.

SCENE, A Hall in Macbeth'; Caftk.

Enter Banquo, and Fleance with a torch before him.

Ban q^u o.

HOW goes the night, boy ?

Fie. The moon is down : I have not heard the

clock.

Ban. And me goes down at twelve.

Fie. I take't, 'tis later, Sir.

Ban. Hold, take my fword. There's husbandry in

heav'n,

Their candles are all out. Take thee that too,

A heavy fummons lies like lead upon me,
And yet I would not fleep : Merciful Pow'rs

!

Reftrain in me the curfed thoughts, that nature

Gives way to in repofe.

Enter Macbeth, and a fervant 'with a torch.

Give me my fword : who's there ?

Macb. A friend.

Ban.
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Ban. What, Sir, not yet at reft? the King's a-bed

He hath to night been in unufual pleafure,

And fent great largefs to your officers ;

This diamond he greets your wife withal,

By the name of moft kind Hoflefs, and ihut Up
In meafurelefs content.

Macb. Being unprepar'd,

Our will became the fervant to defecl

;

Which elfe mould free have wrought.
Ban. All's well-.

I dreamt laft night of the three weird fillers :

To you they've fhew'd feme truth.

Macb. I think not of them ;

Yet, when we can intreat an hour to ferve,

Would fpend it in fome words upon that bufinefs

;

If you would grant the time.

Ban. At your kind Ieifure.

Macb. If you mail cleave to my confent, when 'tis,

It fhall make honour for you.

Ban. So I lofe none

In feeking to augment it, but III II keep

My bofom franchis'd and allegiance clear,

I fhall be counfelPd.

Macb. Good repofe the while I

Ban. Thanks, Sir ; the like to you.

[Exeunt Banquo and Fleance.

Macb. Go, bid thy miftrefs, when my drink is ready,

She ftrike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. Exit Serv.

Is this a dagger which I fee before me,

The handle tow'rd my hand ? come, let me clutch thee*

I have thee not, and yet I fee thee Mill.

Art thou not, fatal Viiion, fenfible

To feeling as to fight ? or art thou but

A dagger of the mind, a falfe creation

Proceeding from the heat-opprelTed brain ?

I fee thee yet, in form as palpable

As this which now I draw.

Thou marfharjt me the way that I was going ;

And fuch an infirument 1 was to ufe.

Mine eyes are made the fools o' th' other fenfes,

Or
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Or elfe worth all the reit I fee thee ftill ;

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 1

Which was not fo before. There's no fuch thing,—
It is the bloody bufinefs, which informs

Thus to mine eyes. -— Now o'er one half the world
Nature feems dead, and wicked dreams abufe

The curtain'd fleep ; now witchcraft celebrates

Pale Hecate's offerings : and withered Murther,

( Alarum'd by his fentinel, the wolf,

Whofe howl's his watch) thus with his Healthy pace,

With Tarqttins ravifhing ftrides, tow'rds his defign

Moves like a ghoft. Thou found and firm-fet earth,

Hear not my fleps, which way they walk, for fear

Thy very ftones prate of my where-about

;

And take the prefent horrour from the time,

Which now fuits with it.— Whilft I threat, he lives—
[J Bell rings.

Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me.
Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell

That fummons thee to heaven, or to hell. \Exit,

Enter Lady.

Lady. That, which hath made them drunk, hath made
me bold:

What hath quench'd them, hath giv'n me fire. Hark !

peace

!

It was the owl that ihriek'd, the fatal bell-man,

Which gives the ftern'ft good-night— he is about it—
The doors are open ; and the furfeited grooms
Do mock their charge with fnores. I've drugg'd their

Poflets,

I

That death and nature do contend about them,

I Whether they live or die.

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. Who's there ? « what ho I

Lady. Alack ! I am afraid, they have awak'd ;

And 'tis not done; th' attempt, and not the deed,

Confounds us—Jhark !— I laid their daggers ready,

Vol. VI N He
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He could not mils 'em. Had he not refembled

My father as he flept, I had don't My husband !

Macb. I've done the deed didii thou not hear a
noife ?

Lady, I heard the owl fcream, and the crickets cry.

Did not you fpeak ?

Macb. When?
Lady. Now.
Macb. As I defcended ? ,

Lady. Ay.
Macb. Hark ! who lies i' th' fecond chamber ?

Lady. Donalbain.

Macb. This is a forry fight. [Looks on his hands.
Lady. A foolifh thought, to fay, a forry fight.

Macb. There^b one did laugh in's fleep, and one cry'd,

Murther !

They wak'd each other ; and I flood and heard them ;

But they did fay their prayers, and addrefs them
Again to fleep.

Lady. There are two lodg'd together.

Macb. One cry'd, " God biefs us! and, " Amen!
the other;

As they had feen me with thefe hangman's hands.

Liftening their fear, I could not fay, Amen,
When they did fay, God blefs us.

Lady. Confider it not fo deeply.

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, Amen ?

I had moll need of blefiing, and Amen
Stuck in my throat.

Lady. Thefe deeds muft not be thought,

After thefe ways ; fo, it will make us mad.
Afac^.Methought, 1 heard a voice cry, " Sleep no more

!

Macbeth doth murther Sleep ; the innocent fleep ;

Sleep, that knits up theravdl'd fleeve of care,

The death of each day's life, fore labour's bath,

Balm of hurt minds, great nature's fecond Courfe,

Chief nourimer in life's fealt.

Lady. What do you mean ?

Macb. Still it cry'd, fleep no more, to all the houfe;

Qlatuis hath murther'd fleep, and therefore Cawdor
Shall
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Shall deep no more ; Macbeth fhall fleep no more !

Lady. Who was it, that thus cry'd ? why, worthyTfofl*,

You do unbend your noble ftrength, to think

So brain-fickly of things ; go, get fome water,

And warn this filthy witnefs from your hand.

Why did you bring thefe daggers from the place ?]

They muft lye there. Go, carry them, and fmear

The lleepy grooms with blood.

Macb. I'll go no more ;

I am afraid to think what I have done

;

Look on't again, I dare not.

Lady. Infirm of purpofe !

Give me the daggers ; the fleeping and the dead
Are but as pictures ; 'tis the eye of childhood,

That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed,

I'll gild the faces of the grooms withal,

For it muft feem their guilt. [Exit*

Knocks within.

Macb. Whence is that knocking ! [Starting;

How is it with me, when every noife appals me \

What hands are here ? hah ! they pluck out mine eyes.

Will all great Neptune's ocean wafh this blood

Clean from my hand ? no, this my hand will rather

Thy multitudinous fea incarnardine,

Making the green one red —

—

Enter Lady.

Lady. My hands are of your colour ; but I fhame

To wear a heart fo white ; I hear a knocking [Knock,

At the fouth entry. Retire we to our chamber;
A little water clears us of thi: deed.

How eafie is it then ? your conftancy

Hath left you unattended hark, more knocking ?

[Knock.
Get on your night-gown, left occafion call us,

And fhew us to be Watchers ; be not loit

So poorly in your thoughts.

Macb. To know my deed, 'twere belt not know my felf.

N 2 Wake
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Wake, Duncan, with this knocking: 'would, thou

couldll ! {Exeunt.

Enter a Porter.

{
Knocking within] Port. Here's a knocking, indeed :

if a man were porter of hell-gate, he mould have old

turning the key. {Knock'] Knock, knock, knock. Who's
there, i' th' name of Beizebub? here's a farmer, that

hang'd himielf on the expectation of plenty : come in

time, have napkins enough about you, here you'll fweat

for't. {Knock] Knock, knock. Who's there i' th' other

devil's name ? faith, here's an equivocator, that could

fwear in both the fcales againit, either fcale, who com-
mitted treafon enough for God's fake, yet could not

equivocate toheav'n: oh, come in, equivocator. {Knock]

Knock, knock, knock. Who's there ? faith, here's an
Englijh taylor come hither for ftealing out of a French

hofe : come in, taylor, here you may road your goofe.

[Knock] Knock, knock. Never at quiet ! what are you ?

but this place is too cold for hell. I'll devil-porter it

no further : I had thought to have let in fome of all

profeflions, that go the primrofe way to th' everlafling

bonfire. {Knock] Anon, anon, I pray you, remember
the porter.

Enter Macduff, and Lenox.

Macd. Was it fo late, friend, ere you went to bed,

That you do lie fo late ?

Rprt. Faith, Sir, we were caroufing 'till the fecond

cock :

And Drink, Sir, is a great provoker of three things.

Macd. What three tilings doth Drink efpecially pro-

voke }

Port. Marry, Sir, nofe-painting, fleep, and urine. Le-

ch ry, Sir, it provokes, and unprovokes ; it provokes

the defire, bat it takes away the performance. There-

fore much Drink may be faid to be an equivocator with

lechery ; it makes him, and it mars him ; it fets him on,

and it takes him off; it perfwades him, and difhear.tens

Urn ; makes him ftand to, and not Hand to ; in conclu-
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lion, equivocates him into a fleep, and, giving him the

lie, leaves him.

Macd. I believe, Drink gave thee the lie laft night.

Port, That it did, Sir, i' th' very throat o' me ; but

I requited him for his lie ; and, I think, being too ftrong

for him, though he took up my legs fome time, yet I

made a Ihift to caft him.

Macd. Is thy matter ftirring ?

Our knocking has awak'd him ; here he comes,

Len. Good morrow r noble Sir.

Enter Macbeth.

Macb. Good morrow, Both.

Macd. Is the King ftirring, worthy Thane ?

Macb. Not yet.

Macd. He did command me to call timely on him ;

I've almoft flipt the hour.

Macb. I'll bring you to him.

Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you :

But yet, 'tis one.

Macb. T he labour, we delight in, phyficks pain

;

This is the door.

Macd. Til make fo bold to call, for 'tis my limited

fervice. [Exit Macduff.
Len. Goes the King hence to day ?

Macb. He did appoint fo.

Len. The night has been unruly ; where we lay,

Our chimneys were blown down : And, as they fay,

Lamentings heard i' th' air, ftrange fcreams of death,

And prophefying with accents terrible

Of dire combuftion, and confus'd events,

New hatched to th' woeful time

:

The obfeure bird clamour'd the live-long night.

Some fay, the earth was fev'rous, and did make.
Macb. 1 Twas a rough night.

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel

A fellow to it.

Enter Macduff.

Macd. O horror! horror! horror?

N 3 Nor
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Nor tongue, nor heart, cannot conceive, nor name

thee *

Macb. and Len. What's the matter ?

Macd. Confulion now hath made his mafler-piece

;

Moft facrilegious murther hath broke ope
The Lord's anointed temple, and ftole thence

The life o' th' building.

Macb, What is't you fay ? the life ?

Len. Mean you his Majefty?—
Macd. Approach the chamber, and deftroy your fight

With a new Gorgon.'* Do not bid me fpeak

;

See, and then fpeak your felves: awake! awake!
[Exeunt Macbeth and Len.

Ring the alarum-bell murther ! and treafon !

Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake !

Shake off this downy fleep, death's counterfeit,

And look on death it felf—. up, up, and fee

The great Doom's image— Malcolm ! Banquo f

As from your graves rife up, and walk like fprights,

j 1 1) To countenance this horror.

Bell rings. Enter Lady Macbeth.

Lady. WhatVthe bufinefs,

That fuch an hideous trumpet calls to parley

The fleepers of the houfe? fpeak.

Macd. Gentle lady,

*Tis not for you to hear what I can fpeak.

The repetition in a woman's ear

Would murther as it fell.— O Banquo, Banquo !

Enter

(ii) T« countenance this horror. Ring the Bell.]

I have ventured to throw out thefe laft Wotds, as no part of

the Ttxt. Macduff had faid at the Beginning of his Speech,

T{tng eat th* Alarum B til j But if the Bell had rung out im-

mediately, not a Word of what he fays could have been di-

ftinguifli'd. T{ing the Bell, I fay, was a Marginal Direction

in the Prompter's Book foi him to order the Bell to be rung,

ihe Minute that Macduff ceafes fpeaking.

In pxoof of ihis, we may obferve, that tho Hemiftich end-

ing
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Enter Banquo.

Our royal matter's murther'd.

Lady. Woe, alas!

What, in our houfe ?

Ban. Too cruel, any where,

Macduff, I pr'ythee, contradict thy felf,

And fay, it is not fo.

Enter Macbeth, Lenox, WRoffe,

Macb. Had I but dy'd an hour before this chance,
I had liv'd a biefTed time : for, from this inftant,

There's nothing ferious in mortality ;

All is but toys ; Renown, and Grace, is dead

;

The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees

Is left this vault to brag of.
(

; Enter Malcolm, and Donalbain,

Don. What is amifs ?

Macb, You are, and do not know't

:

The fpring, the head, the fountain of your blood

Is ftopt ; the very fource of it is flopt.

Macb. Your royal father's murther'd.

Mai. Oh, by whom ?

hen. Thofe of his chamber, as it feem'd, had don't ;

Their hands and faces were all badg'd with blood,

So were their daggers, which, unwip'd, we found

Upon their pillows ; they ftar'd and were diftrafted $
'

No man's life was to be trufted with them.

Macb. O, yet I do repent me ofmy fury,

That I did kill them.

Macd. Wherefore did you fo ?

Macb. Who can be wife, amaz'd, temp'rate and fu-

rious,

Loyal and neutral in a moment ? no man.

ing Macduff 's fpeech, and That beginning Lady Macbeth's,

make up a compleat Verfe. Now if Ring the Bell had been a
part of the Text, can we imagine the Poet would have begun
the Lady's fpeech with a bioken Line?

N 4 The
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The expedition of my violent love

Out-run the paufer, Reafon. Here, lay Duncan

;

His filver skin laced with his golden blood,

And his gafh'd Stabs look'd like a breach in Nature,
For Ruin's wafteful entrance ; there, the murtherers

;

Steep'd in the colours of their trade, their daggers

Unmannerly breech'd with gore : who could refrain,

That had a heart to love, and in that heart

Courage, to make's love known ?

Lady. Help me hence, ho !— [Seeming to faint.
Macd. Look to the lady.

Mai. Why do we hold our tongues,

That moll may claim this argument for ours ?

Don. What mould be fpoken here,

Where our Fate, hid within an augre-hole,

May rum, and feize us ? Let's away, our tears

Are not yet brew'd.

Mai. Nor our ftrong forrow on

The foot of motion.

Ban. Look to the lady ;

[ Lady Macbeth is carried out.

And when we have our naked frailties hid,

That fuffer in expofure, let us meet,

And quefticn this mod bloody piece of work,

To know it further. Fears and fcruples make us.

In the great hand of God I Hand, and thence,

Againft the undivulg'd pretence I fight

Of treas'nous malice.

Macb. So do I.

AIL So, all.

Macb. Let's briefly put on manly readinefs,

And meet i'th' hall together.

All. Well contented. [Exeunt.

Mai. What will you do ? let's not confort with them

:

To fhew an unfelt forrow, is an office

Which the falfe man does eafie. I'll to England.

Don. To Ireland, I ; our feparated fortune

Shall keep us both the fafer ; where we are,

There's daggers in men's fmiles ; the near in blood,

The nearer bloody.
Mai.
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Mai. This murtherous fhaft, that's mot,

Hath not yet lighted ; and our fafeft way
Is to avoid the aim. Therefore, to hone ;

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking,

But fhift away ; there's warrant in that theft,

Which fteals it felf when there's no mercy left. [Exeunt.

SCENE, ^ Outftde of Macbeth'* Cape.

Enter RofTe, with an old Man.

OldMan/ I ^Hreefcore and ten I can remember well,*

X Within the volume of which time, I've

feen

Hours dreadful, and things ftrange ; but this fore night.

Hath trifled former knowings.

Rojfe. Ah, good father,

Thou feeft,, the heav'ns, as troubled with man's a&,
Threaten this bloody ltage : by th' clock, 'tis day ;

And yet dark night flrangles the travelling lamp :

Is't night's predominance, or the day's mame,
That darknefs does the face of earth infromb,

When living light mould kifs it ?

OldM. 'Tis unnatural,

Even like the Deed that's done. On Tuefday laft,

A faulcon, towring in her pride of place,

Was by a moufing owl hawkt at, and kill'd.

Rojfe. And Duncan s horfes, (a thing moil ftrange,

and certain !) (12)

Beauteous and fwift, the minions of the Race,

(12) K.And Duncan'; Horfes , (a Thing mofl ftrange and attain ! )
Beauteous and fivtft, the Minions of their 7?<uy,]

'

I am pretty certain, all the Copies have err'd, one after a-

nother, in this Reading : and that I have reftoi'd the tru»

One. The Poet does not mean, that they were the beft of
their Breed; but that they were excellent Racers : in which
Senfc he very poetically calls them, the Minions of the
Kjtce. This is a Mode of Expreflion, which hc.fcems very-

fQnd of..

Turntt;
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Turn'd wild in nature, broke their ftalls, flung out,
Contending 'gainft obedience, as they would
Make war with man.
OldM. 'Tis faid, they eat each other.

Roffe. They did fo j to the amazement of mine eyes,

That look'd upon't.

Enter Macduff.

Here comes the good Macduff,

How goes the world, Sir, now ?

Macd. Why, fee you not ?

Roffe. Is't known, who did this more than bloody
Deed ?

Macd. Thofe, that Macbeth hath flain.

Roffe. Alas, the day 1

What good could they pretend ?

Macd. They were fuborn'd ;

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the King's two Sons,

Are ftol'n away and fled ; which puts upon them
Sufpicion of the Deed.

Roffe. 'Gainft nature ftill ;

Thriftlefs ambition ! that wilt ravin up
Thine own life's means.—Then 'tis mod like,

The Sovereignty will fall upon Macbeth ?

Macd. He is already nam'd, and gone to Scone

To be inverted*.

Roffe. Where is Duncan's body ?

Macd. Carried to Colmes-hill,

The facred ftorehoufe of his Predeceflbrs,

And guardian of their bones.

Roffe. Will you to Scone ?

Macd. No, Coufin, PH to Fife.

Roffe. Well, I will thither.

Macd. Well, may you fee things well done there,

( adieu ;

)

Left our old robes fit eafier than our new !

Roffe. Farevvel, Father.

OldM. God's benifon go with you, and with thofe

That would make good of bad, and friends of fees.

[Exeunt,

ACT



The Tragedy ^/Macbeth,
2$><fc

A C T III.

SCENE, an Apartment in the Palace,

Enter Banquo.

THOU haft it now ; King, Cawdor, O/amis, all

The weird women promis'd ; and, I fear,

Thou plaid'ft mofl foully for't : yet it was faid,

It mould not ftand in thy Pofterity ;

But that my felf mould be the root, and father

Of many Kings. If there come truth from them,
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their fpeeches mine)

'

Why, by the verities on thee made good,
May they not be my Oracles as well,

And fet me up in hope ? but, huih, no more.

Trumpets found. Enter Macbeth as King, Lady Macbeth j

Lenox, RofTe, Lords and Attendants,

Macb. Here's our chief gueft.

Lady. If he had been forgotten,

It had been as a gap in our great Feaft,

And all things unbecoming.

Macb. To night we hold a folemn fupper, Sir,

And Til requeft your prefence.

Ban, Lay your Highnefs*

Command upon me; to the which, my Duties

Are with a mod indifToluble tye

For ever knit.

Macb, Ride you this afternoon ?

Ban. Ay, my good lord.

Macb, We mould have elfe deuYd
Your good advice (which ftill hath been both grave

And profperou;) in this day's Council ; but

We'll take to morrow. Is it far you ride ?

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time

Twist
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Twixt this and fupper, Go not my horfe the better,

I mull become a borrower of the night

For a dark hour or twain.

Macb. Fail not our fealt.

Ban. My lord, I will not.

Macb. We hear, our bloody Coufins are beftow'd

In England, and in Ireland', not confefling

Their cruel Parricide, filling their hearers

With ftrange invention ; but of That to morrow j

When therewithal we lhall have caufe of State,

Craving us jointly. Hie to horfe : adieu,

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you t

Ban. Ay, my good lord ; our time does call upon us.

Macb. I wiih your horfes fwift, and fure of foot

:

And fo I do commend you to their backs.

Farcwel. [Exit Banquo.
Let ev'ry man be mailer of his time (13)
'Till feven at night ; to make fociety

The fweeter welcome, we will keep our felf

'Till fupper-time alone: till then, God be with you.

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, and Lords,

Manent Macbeth, and a Servant.

Sirrah, a word with you : attend thofe men
Our pleafure ?

Ser. They are, my lord, without the Palace-gate.

(13) Let ev*ry Mm be Mafter of his Time

Till ftv*n at night, to makj Society

The fweeter welcome: We will keep our felf

Till Supper Time alone.~\ I am furpriz'd, none of the

Editors fhould quarrel with the Pointing. How could ev'ry.

Man's being Matter of his own Time till Night, make Society

then the fweeter ? for, fo, every Man might have gone into

Company in the mean while, and palPd himfelf for the

Night's Entertainment. My Regulation, I dare warrant, re-

trieves the Poet's Meaning. " Let every Man ( fays the
* King,) be Mailer of his own time till Seven o' Clock :

" and that 1 may have the ftronger Enjoyment of your Com-
" panies then, I'll abftain from all Company till Supper*

" time."
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Macb. Bring them before us To be thus, is

nothing ; [Exitfer.
But to be fafely thus. Our fears in Banquo
Stick deep; and in his Royalty of Nature

Reigns That, which would be fear'd. 'Tis much he
dares,.

And to that dauntlefs temper of his mind,

He hath a wifdom that doth guide his valour

To act in fafety. There is none but he,

Whofe Being I do fear : and, under him,
My Genius is rebuk'd ; as, it is.faid,

Antonfs was by Csefar. He chad the Sifters,

When firft they put the name of King upon me/
And bade them fpeak to him ; then, Prophet-like^

They haird him father to a line of Kings.

Upon my head they plac'd a fruitlefs Crown,
And put a barren Scepter in my gripe,

Thence to be wrenchM with an unlineal hand,

No fon of mine fucceeding. If 'tis fo,

For Banquo* s iffue have I hTd my mind
For them, the gracious Duncan have I murther'd :

Put rancours in the velfel of my Peace

Only for them : and mine eternal jewel

Giv'n to the common enemy of man,
To make thejn Kings : the Seed of Banquo Kings

:

Rather than fo, come Fate into the lift,

And champion me to tiY utterance ! who'i there I

Enter Servant, and two Murtherers,

Goto the door, and ftay there, 'till we call.

[Exit Servant.

Was it not yefterday we fpoke together I

Mur % It was, fo pleafe your Highnefe.

Macb. Well then, now
You have conilderM of my fpeeches ? know,
That it was he, in the times paft, which held you
So under fortune; which, you thought, had been

Our innocent felf ; this I made good to you
In our laft conf'rence, paft in probation with you.:

How you were borne in hand, how croft j the inftruments,

Who
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Who wrought with them : and all things elfe, that might
To half a foul, and to a notion craz'd,

Say, thus did Banquo.

i Mur. True, you made it known.
Macb. I did fo; and went further, which is now

Our point of fecond meeting. Do you find

Your Patience fo predominant in your nature,

That you can let this go ? are you fo gofpell'd,

To pray for this good man and for his iffue,

Whofe heavy hand hath bow'd you to the Grave,
And beggar'd yours for ever ?

1 Mur. We are men, my liege.

Macb. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men,
As hounds, and greyhounds, mungrels, fpaniels, curs,

Showghes, water rugs, and demy-wolves are cleped

All by the name of dogs ; the valued file

DilVmguifhes the fwift, the flow, the fubtle,

The houfe-keeper, the hunter; everyone
According to the gift which bounteous Nature
Hath in him closed ; whereby he does receive

Particular addition, from the bill

That writes them all alike : and fo of men. _

Now, if you have a ftation in the file,

And not in the worfl rank of manhood, fay it 3

And I will put that bufinefs in your bofoms,

Whofe execution takes your enemy off

;

Grapples you to the heart and love of us,

Who wear our health but fickly in his life,

Which in his death were perfect.

2 Mur. I am one,

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world

Have fo incen&M, that I am recklefs what

I do, to fpite the world.

1 Mur. And I another,

So weary with difafters, tugg'd with fortune,

That I would fet my life on any chance,

To mend it, or be rid on't.

Macb. Both of you

Know, Banquo was your enemy.

Mur. True, my lord,

Macb.
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Macb. So is he mine: and in fuch bloody diftance,

That every minute of his Being thrults

Againft my near' ft of life ; and though I could
With bare-fac'd Power fweep him from my fight,

And bid my Will avouch it ; yet I mull not,

For certain friends that are both his and mine,
Whofe loves I may not drop ; but wail his Fall,

Whom I my felf ftruck down : and thence it is,

That I to your affiftance do make love,

Masking the bufinefs from the common eye

For fundry weighty reafons.

2 Mur. We mail, my lord,

Perform what you command us.

1 Mur. Though our lives

Macb. Your fpirits mine through you. In this hour,
at moft,

I will advife you where to plant your felves

;

Acquaint you with the perfecl fpy o'th' time,

The moment on't ; (for't muft be done to night,

And fomething from the Palace : always thought,

That I require a Clearnefs
:

) and wirh him,
(To leave no rubs nor botches in the Work)
Fleance his fon, that keeps him company,
(Whofe abfence is no lefs material to me,
Than is his father's) muft embrace the fate

Of that dark hour. Refolve your felves a-part,

I'll come to you anon.

Mur. We are refolv'd, my lord,

Macb, I'll call upon you ftraight ; abide within.

[Exeunt Murtberers.

It is concluded ; Banquo 9 thy SouPs flight,

If it find heav'n, muft find it out to-night. [Exit.

SCENE, another Apartment in the Palace*

Enter Lady Macbeth, and a Servant.

Lady*T S Banquo gone from Court ?

X Serv. Ay, Madam, but returns again to
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Lady. Say to the King, I would attend his leifura

For a few words.

Ser<v. Madam, I will. [Exit,
Lady. Nought's had, all's fpent,

Where our defire is got without content :

'Tis fafer to be That which we deftroy,

Than by deftru&ion dwell in doubtful joy.

Enter Macbeth.

How now, my lord, why do you keep alone?

Of forrieft fancies your companions making,

Ufing thofe thoughts, which mould, indeed, have dy'd
With them they think on ? things without all remedy
Should be without regard ; what's done, is done.

Macb. We have fcotch'd the fnake, not kill'd it— (14)
She'll clofe, and be herfelf; whilft our poor malice

(14) We have fcoich'd the Snake, not kjlfd it,

She'll clofe, and be hetftlf; ] This is fa PaiTage, which
has all along paffcd current thro' the Editions, and yet, I

dare affirm, is not our Author's Reading. What has a Snake,
tlofmg again, to do with its being fcorch'd? Scorching would
never either feparate, or dilate, its Parts* but rather make them
inftantly contract and fkrivel. Shakespeare, I am very

well peifwaded, had this Notion in his head 5 that if you cut

a Serpent or Worm afunder, in feveral Pieces, there is fuch an
un&uous Quality in their Blood, that the difmember'd Vans,
being only placed near enough to touch one another, will

cement and become as whole as before the Injury receiv'd.

The Application of this Thought is to Duncan, the murdei'd
King, and his furviving Sons. Macbeth conliders them fo

much as Members of the Father, that tho' he has cut off the

Old Man, he would fay, he has not entirely kill'd him, but

he'll revive again in the Lives of his Sons. Can we doubt

therefore but that the Poet wrote, as 1 have reitoi'd to the

Text,
We have fcotch'd the Snake, not hjlfd it ?

To fcouh, however the generality of our Dictionaries happen
to omit the Word, lignifies, to notch, Jla/h, hacl^, cm, with

Twigs, Swords, &c. and fo our Poet moxc than once has ufed
it in his Works.

Remains
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Remains in danger of her former tooth.

But let both worlds disjoint, and all things fuffer,

Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and fleep

In the affliction of thefe terrible Dreams,
That make us nightly. Better be with the Dead,
(Whom we, to gain our Place, have fent to Peace)

Than on the torture of the mind to lie

In reftlefs ecftafie. Duncan is in his Grave ;

After life's fitful fever, he fleeps well

;

Treafon has done his worft ; nor fteel, nor poifon,

Malice domeftick, foreign levy, nothing

Can touch him further !

Lady, Come on

;

Gentle my lord, fleek o'er your rugged looks ;

Be bright, and jovial, 'mong your guefts to night.

Macb. So (hall I, Love ; and fo, I pray, be you ;

Let your remembrance (till apply to Banquo.

Prefent him Eminence, both with eye and tongue :

Unfafe the while, that we muft lave our honours

In thefe fo flatt'ring ftreams, and make our faces

Vizors t'our hearts, difguifing what they are !
—

—

Lady. You muft leave this.

Macb, O, full of fcorpions is my mind, dear wife

!

Thou know' ft, t\M Banquo, andihisFIeance, lives.

Lady. But in them Nature's copy's not eternal.

Macb. There's comfort yet, they are aflailable ;

Then, be thou jocund. Ere the Bat hath flown

His cloyfter'd flight, ere to black Hecafs fummons
The (hard-born beetle with his drowfie hums
Hath rung night's yawning peal, there ftiall be done

A Deed of dreadful note.

Lady. What's to be done ?

Macb. Be innocent of the knowledge, deareft chuck,

*Till thou applaud the Deed : come, feeling Night,
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day,

And with thy bloody and invifible hand
Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond,

^

Which keeps me pale I Light thickens, and the Crow
Makes wing to th' rooky wood :

Good
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Good things of day begin to droop and drowze,

Whiles night's black agents to their prey do rowze.

Thou marvelFft at my words ; but hold thee ftill

;

Things, bad begun, make ftrong themfelves by 111

:

So, pr'ythee, go with me. [Exeunt

SCENE changes to a Park; the Cajlle at

a dijiance.

Enter three Murtherers.

i Mur.T^ U T who did bid thee join with us?

J£j 3 Mur. Macbeth.

2 Mur. He needs not our Miftruft, fince he deliver*

Our offices, and what we have to do,
;

To the direction juft.

1 Mur. Then {land with us.

The weft yet glimmers with fome ftreaks of day :

Now fpurs the lated traveller apace,

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches

The fubjecl of our watch.

3 Mur. Hark, I hear horfes.

Bana
A
uo wotthin. Give us light there, ho !

2 Mur. Then it is he : the reft,

That are within the note of expectation,

Already are iW Court.

1 Mur. His horfes go about.

3 Mur. Almoft a mile : but he does ufually,

(So all men do,) from hence to th
1
Palace-gate

Make it their Walk.

Enter Banquo and Fleance, with a Torch.

2 Mur. A light, a light.

3 Mur. 'Tis he.

i Mur. Stand to'r.

Ban. It will be rain to night.

i Mur. Let it come down. [They ajfault Banquo.

Ban. Oh, treachery f

Fly, Fleance, fly, fly, fly,

Thou
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Thou may'ft revenge. Oh flave

!

[Dies. Fleance efcapes,

3 Mur. Who did ftrike out the light ?

1 Mur. Was't not the way ? /

3 Mur. There's but One down ; the fon

Is fled.

2 Mur. We've loft beft half of our affair.

1 Mur. Well, let's away, and fay how much is done.

[Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Room of State in

the Cajile.

A Banquet prepaid. Enter Macbeth, Lady, Roffe,

Lenox, Lords, and Attendants.

Macb.^XT O U know your own degrees, fit down

:

X At firft and laft, the hearty welcome.
Lords. Thanks to your Majefty.

Macb. Our felf will mingle with fociety*

And play the humble Hoft :

Our Hoftefs keeps her State, but in beft time
We will require her welcome. [They fit*

Lady. Pronounce it for me, Sir, to all our friends,

For my heart fpeaks, they're welcome.

Enter firft Murtherer.

Macb. See, they encounter thee with their hearts*

thanks.

Both fides are even : here I'll fit i'th' midft ;

Be large in mirth, anon we'll drink a meafure

The table round There's blood upon thy face.

[To the Murtherer, afide, at the door.

Mur. 'Tis Banquo's then.

Macb. 'Tis better thee without, than he within.

Is he difpatch'd ?

Mur. My lord, his throat is cut, That I did for him.

Macb. Thou art the beft of cut-throats ; yet he's good,

That did the like for Fleance : if thou didft it,

Thou art the non-pareil.

Mur. Molt royal Sir, Fleance
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Fleance is 'fcap'd.

Macb. Then comes my Fit again : I had elfe been
perfect

;

Whole as the marble, founded as the rock ; *

As broad, and general, as the cafing air :

But now I'm cabin'd, cribb'd, confin'd, bound in

To favvcy Doubts and Fears. But Banquo\ fafe ?

Mar. Ay, my good lord : fafe in a ditch he bides,

With twenty trenched galhes on his head ;

The leaft a death to Nature.

Macb. Thanks for that

;

There the grown ferpent lies : the worm, that's fled,

Hath Nature that in time will venom breed,

No teeth for th' prefent. Get thee gone, to morrow
We'll hear 't our felves again. {Exit Murthenr*

Lady. My royal lord,

You do not give the cheer ; the feaft is fold,

That is not often vouched, while 'tis making

;

'Tis given, with welcome. To feed, were bed at home 1

From thence, the fawce to meat is ceremony

;

Meeting were bare without it.

[The Ghoft of Banquo rifes y andfits in MacbethV plact*

Macb. Sweet remembrancer I

Now good digeftion wait on appetite,

And health on both!

Len. May't pleafe your Highnefs fit ?

Macb. Here had we now our Country's Honour roof*d,

Were the grac'd perfon of our Banquo prefent,—
(Whom may I rather challenge for unkindnefs,

Than pity for mifchance !

)

Rojfe. His abfence, Sir,

Lays blame upon his promife. Pleas't your Highnefs

To grace us with your royal company ?

Macb. The table's full. {Starting.

Len. Here's a place referv'd, Sir.

Macb. Where?
Len. Here, my good lord.

What is't that moves your Highnefs ?

Macb. Which of you have done this ?

Lords. What, my good lord ?

Macb.
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Macb. Thou can'lt not fay, I did it : never lhake

Thy goary locks at me.
Rofe. Gentlemen, rife ; his Highnefs is not well.
Lady. Sit, worthy friends, my lord is often thus,

And hath been from his youth. Pray you, keep feat.
The Fit is momentary, on a thought
He will again be well. If much you note him,
You mall offend him, and extend his paflion ;

Feed, and regard him not. Are you a man ?

'hjt r a , 1 , , l To Macb. afide.
Macb. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on That,

Which might appal the Devil.
Lady. O proper fluff

!

rhis is the very Painting of your fear ; [afide.
Phis is the air-drawn-dagger, which, you faid,
Led you to Duncan. Oh, thefe flaws and ftarts
Importers to true fear,) would well become
\ woman's ffory at a winter's fire,

^uthoriz'd by her grandam. Shame it felf ! .

Why do you make fuch faces ? when all's done,
( ou look but on a Hool.
Macb. Pr'ythee, fee there I

fchold I look ! lo ! how fay you ?

... _ [Pointing to the Ghofl.
'Vhy, what care I ? if thou canft nod, fpeak too. —
f Charnel-houfes and our Graves mult fend
"hofe, that we bury, back ; our Monuments
hall be the maws of kites. [The Gbofi <vanifi>es.
Lady. What ? quite unmann'd in folly ?

Macb. If I Hand here, I faw him.
m

Lady. Fie, for fhame !

Macb. Blood hath been Ihed ere now, i'th' clden time
re human Statute purg'd the gen'ral weal ; (15)

(15) Ere human Statute purg'd the gentle Weal.] Thus ail
« Editions

: but Mr. Warburton very juftly advis'd, as i bav<*
ifoxm'd the Text, gtn'ral Weal: •« And it is a very fine Pert-
phrafis (fays He) to fignify, ere civil Societies were tnfiitmed
For the early Muithers recorded in Scripture, are here al-
luded to : and Macbeth'* apologizing for Murchei from the
Antiquity of the Example is very natural."
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Ay, and fmce too, Murthers have been perform'd
Too terrible for th' ear : the times have been.

That, when the brains were out, the man would die,

'

And there an end ; but now they rife again
With twenty mortal Murthers on their crowns,
And pufli us from our ftools ; this is more flrange

Than fuch a murther is.

Lady. My worthy lord,

Your noble friends do lack you.

Macb. I do forget. -

Do not mufe at me, my moil worthy friends,

I have a ftrange Infirmity, which is nothing
To thofe that know me. Come, Love and Health to all

!

Then I'll fit down : give me fome wine, fill full—
I drink to th' general joy of the whole table,

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we mifs ;

'Would he were here! to all, and him, we thirft,

And all to all.

Lords. Our Duties, and the Pledge.

[The Ghoft rifes again,

Macb. Avaunt, and quit my fight J Let the earth hide

thee !

Thy bones are marrowlefs, thy blood is cold ;

Thou haft no fpeculation in thofe eyes,

Which thou doft glare with.

Lady. Think of this, good Peers,

But as a thing of cuftom \ 'tis no other ; 4

Only it fpoils the pleafure of the time.

Macb.^Vhat man dare, I dare :

ApproaCn 1'hou like the rugged Ruffian bear,

The arm'd rhinoceros, or Hyrcanian tyger,

lake any fhape but That, and my firm nerves

Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again,

And dare me to the Defert with thy fword ;

If trembling I inhibit, then proteft me
The baby of a girl. Hence, terrible fhadow !

Unreal mock'ry, hence! Why, fo, being gone,

[The Gboji vani/be*

I am a man again : pray you, fit ftiil. [The Lords rift

Lady. You have difplac'd the mirth, broke the goo<

Meeting Wit
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With moil admir'd diforder.

Macb. Can fuch things be,

And overcome us like a Summer's cloud,

Without our fpecial wonder ? You make me 11range
Ev'n to the difpofition that I owe,
When now I think, you can behold fuch fights

;

And keep the natural Rub/ of your Cheeks,

When mine is blanch'd with fear.

Rojfe. What lights, my lord ?

Lady, I pray you, fpeak not ; he grows worfe and
worfe

;

Queftion enrages him : at once good night.

Stand not upon the Order of your Going,
But go at once.

Len. . Good night, and better health

Attend his Majefty

!

Lady. Good night, to all. [Exeunt Lords.

Macb. It will have blood, they fay ; blood will have
blood ;

Stones have been known to move, and trees to fpeak ;

Augurs, that underflood relations, have

By mag-pies, apd by choughs, and rooks brought forth

The fecret'ft man of blood. What is the night ?

Lady. Almoft at odds with morning, which is which.
Macb. How fay'ft thou, that Macduffdenies his perfon,

At our great bidding ?

Lady. Did you fend to him, Sir ?

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will fend :

There's not a Thane of them, but in his houfe (16) -

I keep a fervant fee'd. I will to morrow
(Betimes I will) unto the weird fillers

:

More

(itf) There is not One of them,] Thus the modern Editors,

But, One of Whom? Maebeth has juft faid, that he heard, Mae*

d*ff meant to difobey his Summons 5 and he would immedi^
ately fubjoin, that there is not a Man of Macduff's Quality

in the Kingdom, but He has a Spy under his Roof. This is

undcrftood, not exprefs'd, as the Text as yet has flood : The
1 old Folio's give us the Palfage thus

;

There's net a one of them-~—
Here
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More (hall they (peak ; for now I'm bent to know,

By the word means, the worft, for mine own good,

All caufes ihall give way ; I am in blood

Stept in fo far, that, mould I wade no more,
Returning were as tedious as go o'er :

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand

;

Which muft be acted, ere they may be fcann'd.

Lady. You lack the Seafon of all Natures, Sleep.

Macb. Come, we'll to fleep ; my ftrange and (elf-abufc

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard ufe :

We're yet but young in Deed. (17) [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Heath.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches, meeting Hecate.

TJee. Have I not reafon, Beldams, as you are ?

Sawcy, and over-bold ! how did you dare

To trade and traffick with Macbeth,
In riddles and affairs of death ?

And I, the miftrefs of your Charms,
The clofe contriver of all harms,

Was never call'd to bear my part,

Or (hew the glory of our Art ?

And, which is worfe, all you have done

Here we again meet with a deprav'd Reading ; but it is fuch

a One, as, I am peifwaded, has led me to the Poet's true

Word and Meaning.

There's not a Thane of them,

i. e. a Nobleman: and fo the Peers of Scotland were all call'd,

till Earls were created by M.ilcoiwe the Son of Duncan,

(17) We're yet but young indeed.] If we tranfpofe thefe

Words, we ihall find, they amount to no m«re than This, We
*re yet indeed hut young. But this is far from comprizing ei-

ther the Poet's, or Macbeth's, Meaning. I read, m Deed,

i. e. but little inur'd yet to Ads of Blood and Cruelty : for

Time and Praftice harden Villains in their Trade, wrho are ti-

morous till fo harden'd.

now, Hecaf, you look an-

Hath
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Hath been but for a weyward fon ;

Spightful and wrathful, who, as others do,

Loves for his own ends, not for you.

But make amends now ; get you gone,

And at the pit of Acheron

Meet me i'th' morning : thither he
Will come, to know his deftiny

;

Your veflels and your fpells provide,

Your Charms and every thing befide.

I am for th' Air : this night I'll fpend

Unto a difmai, fatal end.

Great bufinefs mult be wrought ere noon :

Upon the corner of the Moon
There hangs a vap'rous drop, profound ;

I'll catch it ere it come to ground

;

And That, diftill'd by magick flights,

Shall raife fuch artificial fprights,

As, by the ftrength of their illufion,

Shall draw him on to his confufion.

He fhall fpurn fate, fcorn death, and bear

His hopes 'bove wifdom, grace, and fear :

And, you all know, Security

Is mortals' chiefeft enemy. [Mufeck and a Song.

Hark, I am call'd ; my little fpirit, fee,

Sits in the foggy cloud, and flays for me.
[Sing within. Come away, come away, Sec.

1 Witch. Come, let's make hafle, fhe'll foon be back

again. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a chamber.

Enter Lenox, and another Lord,

hen. T\^TY former fpeeches have but hit your thoughts,

J[VJL Which can interpret farther : only, I lay,

Things have been flrangely borne. The gracious Duncan
Was pitied of Macbeth marry, he was dead v

And the right-valiant Banquo walk'd too late.

Whom, you may fay, if't pleafe you, Fleance kill'J,

For Fleance fled : men mult not walk too late.

Who cannot want the thought, how monftfeus tco

V o l. VI. O Jt
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It was for Malcolm, and for Donalbain
To kill their gracious father ? damned facfr. !

How did it grieve Macbeth? did he not ftraight

In pious rage the two delinquents tear,

That were the flaves of drink, and thralls of fleep ?

Was not that nobly done? ay, wifely too ;

For 'twould have anger'd any heart alive

To hear the men deny't. So that, I fay,

He has borne all things well ; and I do think,

That had he Duncan's fons under his key,

(As, an't pleafe heav'n, he mall not
; )

they mould find

What 'twere to kill a father : fo mould Tleance.

But peace ! for from broad words, and 'caufe he fail'd

His prefence at the tyrant's feaft, I hear,

Macduff lives in difgrace. Sir, can you tell

Where he bellows himielf ?

Lord. The Son of Duncan, (18)

From whom this tyrant holds the due of Birth,

Lives

(18) The Sons of Duncan
From wbvm this Tyrant holds the Due of Birth] I have fet right

this Paffage againft the Authority of our unoblerving Editors.

And the Proofs of my Emendation are obvious. In the firft

place, Macbeth could not be faid to hold the Due of Birth

from Both Duncan's Sons. The Succeffion to the Crown was
the Right of Malcolm $ and Donalbaine could have no Right to

it, as long as his Elder Brother or any of his lfiue were in

Being. In the next place, the Sons of Duncan did not Both
ihelter in the Englifh Court. Upon the Difcovery of their Fa-

ther's Murthcr, we find them thus determining.

Male. Vll to England.

Donal. To Ireland /; our feparated Fortune
Shall keep us Loth the fafer.

This Determination, 'tis plain, they immediately put into

Act, or Macbeth had very ill Intelligence:

We hear, our bloody Coufins are bejtovfd

In England and m Ireland.

Kor were they together, even at the time when Malcolm dis-

puted his Right with Macbeth.

Who k>i*ws t
//Donalbain be with his Brother?

Len. for certain, Sir, he is not.

Bciides, HttUr Boethms and HoUngpx&d (the latter of whom
our
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Lives in the Englijh Court ; and is receiv'd

Of the moil pious Edward with fuch grace,

That the malevolence of fortune nothing

Takes from his high refpedt Thither Macduff
Is gone to pray the King upon his aid

To wake Northumberland, and warlike Sinward ;

That by the help of thefe, (with Him above

To ratine the work.) we may again

Give to our tables meat, deep to our nights ;

Free from our feafts and banquets bloody knives ;

Do faithful homage, and receive free honours,

All which we pine for now. And this report

Hath fo exafp'rated their King, that he
Prepares for fome attempt of War.

Lett. Sent he to Macduff?
Lord. He did ; and with an abfolute, Sir, not I,

The cloudy melTenger turns me his back,

And hums ; as who mould fay, " you'll rue the time,
" That clogs me with this anfwer.

Len. And that well might
Advife him to a care to hold what diftance

His wifdom can provide. Some holy Angel
Fly to the Court of E?igland, and unfold

His meffage ere he come ; that a fwift Bleffing

May foon return to this cur fullering Country,
Under a hand accurs'd !

Lord. I'll fend my pray'rs with him. Exeunt.

our Author precifely follows 3) both inform us, that Donal-

baine remain'd in Ireland till the Death of Malcolm and his

Queen 5 and then, indeed, he came over, invaded Scotland, and
wrefted the Crown from One of his Nephews.

ACT
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ACT IV.

SCENE, a dark Cave ; in the middle

a

great Cauldron burning.

Thunder. Enter the three Witches.

\ Witch.

TH R I C E the brinded cat hath mew'd.
2 Witch. Twice, and once the hedge-pig whin'd.

3 Witch. Harper crys, 'tis time, 'tis time,
i Witch. Round about the cauldron go,

In the poifon'd entrails throw.

[They march round the cauldron, and throw in

the federal ingredients asfor the preparation

of their Charm.

Toad, that under the cold Hone,

Days and nights has, thirty one,

Swelter'd venom fleeping got ;

Boil thou firit i'th' charmed pot.

AIL Double, double, toil and trouble

;

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

i Witch. Fillet of a fenny fnake,

In the cauldron boil and bake ;

Eye of newt, and toe of frcg ;

Wool of bat, and tongue or dog

;

Adder's fork, and blind- worm's fting,

Lizard's leg, and owlet's wing :

For a Charm of pow'rful trouble,

Like a hell-broth, boil and bubble.

All. Double, double, toil and trouble,

Fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf,

Witches' mummy ; maw, and gulf

Of
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Of the ravening fait fea-fhark ;

Root of hemlock, digg'd i'th' dark ;

Liver of blafpheming Jezv

:

Gall of goat, and flips of yew,
Sliver'd in the moon's eclipfe ;

Nofe of Turk, and Tartar's lips ;

Finger of birth-ltrangled babe,

Ditch-deliver'd by a drab ;

Make the gruel thick, and flab.

Add thereto a tyger's chawdron,

For th' ingredients of our cauldron.

AIL Double, double, toil and trouble,

Fire burn, and cauldron babble.

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon's blood,

Then the Charm is firm and good.

Enter Hecate, and other three Witches .

Hec. Oh I well doae ! I commend your pains*

And every one (hall fnare i'ch
1
gains,

And now about the cauldron fing,

Like elves and fairies in a ring,

Inchanting all that you put in.

Mufick and a Song.

Black /pirits and white,

Blue fpirits andgrey ,

Mingle, mingle, mingle.

You that mingle may.

« Witch. By the pricking of my thumbs
Something wicked this way cemes

:

Open locks, whoever knocks.

Enter Macbeth.

Mac. How now, you fecret, black, and midnight
hags ?

What is't you do ?

AIL A deed without a name.
Macb. I conjure you, by that which you profefs,

(Howe'er you come to know it) anfwer me.
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight

O 3 Againft
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Againft the churches ; though the yefty waves
Confound and fwallow Navigation up

;

Though bladed corn be lcdg'd, and trees blown down,
Though caftles topple on their warders' heads

;

Though palaces and pyramids do flope

Their heads to their foundations ; though the treafure

Of Nature's Germins tumble all together, (19)
Even till deftruclion ficken : anfwer me
To what I ask you.

1 Witch. Speak.

2 Witch. Demand.

3 Witch. We'll anfwer.

1 Witch. Say, if th' hadit rather hear it from our
mouths,

Or from our mailers ?

Macb. Call 'em : let me fee 'em.

1 Witch. Pour in fow's blood, that hath eaten

Pier nine farrow ; greafe, that's fweaten

From the murth'rer's gibbet, throw

Into the flame

:

AIL Come high or low :

Thy felf and office deftly mow. [Thunder*

apparition of an ar?ned head rifes*

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown Power

1 Witch. He knows thy thought

:

Hear his fpeech, but fay thou nought.

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth! bew'are Macduff!

Beware the Thane of Fife difmifs me enough.

[Defends,

Macb. What-e'er thou art, for thy good Caution,

thanks.

Thou'ft harp'd my fear aright. But one word more

—

1 Witch. He will not be commanded ; here's another

£
T g) , Tho* the Treafure

Of Nature's germains tumble all together,]

Thus all the printed Copies 3 and Mr. Pope has cxplain'd Gcr»

mAins by i^ncbtd: but I have already prov'd in a Note upon

K. Lcar }
that we muft lead, Germins, i. e. Seeds*

More
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More potent than the firih [Thunder,

Apparition of a bloody child rifes.

App. Macbeth! Macbeth! Macbeth!

Macb. Had I three ears, I'd hear thee.

App. Be bloody, bold, and refo'utej laugh to fcorn

The pow'r of man ; for none of woman born

Shall harm Macbeth. [Defends,

Macb. Then live, Macduff: what need I fear of

thee ?

But yet I'll make afTurance double fure,

And take a bond of Fate; thou malt not live,

That I may tell pale-hearted fear, it lyes

;

And fleep in fpight of thunder. [fhunderu

Apparition of a child crowned, with a tree in his handy

rifes*

What is this,

That rifes like the iffue of a King,

And wears upon his baby- brow the round

And top of Sovereignty ?

AIL Liften, but fpeak not.

App. Be lion- fettled, proud, and take no care,

Who chafes, who frets, or where confpirers are:

Macbeth mall never vanquifh'd be, until

Great Birnam-wccd to Dunfenane's high hill

Shall come againft him. [Defends,
Macb. That will never be :

Who can imprefs the foreft, bid the tree

Unfix his earth-bound root ? Sweet boadments ! good !

Rebellious head rife never, 'till the wood (20)

Of

(20) Rebellious Dead, rife never till the Wood

Of Birnam rife, &c] Thus all the Impreflions, from the ve-

ly Beginning, exhibit this PaiTage : but I cannot imagine

what Notion the Editors could have of the Dead being rebel-

lions. It looks to me, as if they were content to believe the
Poet genuine, wherever he was myfterious beyond being under-
wood. The Emendation of one Later gives us clear Senfe,

and the very Thing which Macbeth fhouid be fuppos'd to fay

here* We muft reftore O * Rebel*
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Of Birnarn rife, and our high-plac'd Macbeth
Shall live the leafe cf Nature, pay his breath

To time and mortal cuftom ! Yet my heart

Throbs to know one thing ; Tell me, (if your Art
Can tell fo much) mall Banquo\ ifTue ever

Reign in this Kingdom ?

AIL Seek to know no more.

[The Cauldron Jinks into the Ground,

Mac. I will be fsuisfy\L Deny me this,

.And an eternal curfe fall on you ! let me know,
Why finks that cauldron? and what noife is this ?

[Hautbeys*

1 IT itch. Shew !

2 V/itch. Shew f

3 Witch. Shew !

All. Skew his eyes, and grieve his heart ;

Come like fhadows, fo depart.

[Eight Kings appear and pafs over in order, and (21)
Banquo ; the la/I, with a glafs in his hand.

Macb. Thou art too like the fpirit of Banquo ; down I

Thy crown do's fear mine eye balls. «» And thy hair

(Thou other gold- bound brow) is like the fir ft —
Hfhlfinu Head rij* never,

i. e. Let Rebellion never make Head againft me, till a Foreft

move, and I /hall reign long enough in Safety.

(21) Eight KJngt appear and pafs over in order, and Banquo
la/}, -with a Glafs m his hand.] The Editors could not help blun-

dering even in this Stage-Direction. For tis not Banquo, who
brings the Glafs; as is evident from the following Speech:

^And yet The Eighlh appear), ixho beats a Glafs,

Which f.tvji me many more: and Some / fee,

That twofold Halls, and treble Scepters carry.

1 have quoted the laft Line, becaufe it will not be amifs to

cbferve, that this fine Play, tis probable, was not writ till af-

ter £>. Elizj&fb'§ Death. Thefe Apparitions, tho* very proper-

Jy fte*n with Regard to Maciith, yet are more artfully fo,

when we confider the Addrefs of the Poet in complimenting

K. James 1. here upon his uniting Scotland to England: and
when we confider too, that the Family of the Stuarts are faid

to be the direct Defendants from Uanauo*

A
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A third is like the former filthy hags

!

Why do you mew me this ? A fourth ? Start,

eye f

What ! will the line ftretch out to th' crack of Doom ?—
Another yet? A feventh ! Til fee no more—

-

And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glafs,

Which mews me many more; and fome I fee,

That twofold balls and treble fcepters carry.

Horrible light ! nay, now, 1 fee, 'tis true

;

For the blood-bolter'd Banquo fmiles upon me,
And points at them for his. What, is this fo ?

i Witch, Ay, Sir, all this is fo. But why
Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ?

Come, fillers, chear we up his fprights,

And Ihew the bell of our delights ;

I'll charm the Air to give a Sound,

While you perform your antick round

:

That this great King my kindly fay,

Our duties did his welcome pay. \_Mufich.

[The <witches dance and njanijb.

Macb. Where are they ? gone?— Let this pernicious

hour

Stand ay accurfed in the kalendar !

Come in, without there !

Enter Lenox.

Len. What's your Grace's will ?

Macb. Saw you the weird fillers ?

Len. No, my lord.

Macb. Came they not by you ?

Len. No, indeed, my lord.

Macb. Infe&ed be the air whereon they ride,

And damn'd all thofe that trull them ! I did hear

The galloping of horfe. Who was't came by ?

Len. 'Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you
word,

Macduff is fled to England.

Macb. Fled to England?
Len. Ay, my good lord.

Macb, Time, thou anticipated my dread exploits:

O 5 The
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The flghty purpofe never is o'er- took,

Unleis the deed go with it. From this moment,
The very firftli gs of my heart fhall be

The flu lings of my hand. And even now
To crown my thoughts with ads, be't thought and

done!

The Cattle -{Macduff I will furprife,

Seize upon Fifi, give to the edge o' th' fvvord

His wife, his babe?, and all unfortunate fouls

That trace him in his line. No boafting like a fool,

This deed I'll do before this purpofe qqqL
"But no more fights. Where are thefe gentlemen ?

Come bring me where they are. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to MacdufPj Cafth at Fife.

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, and RoiTe.

L. Macd. \ T 7 H A T had he done, to make him fly

VV the Land ?

Rojfe. You mull have patience, Madam.
L. Macd, He had none;

His flight was madnefs ; when our actions do not,

Our fears do make us traitors.

Rojfe. You know not,

Whether it was his wifdom, or his fear.

L. Macd. Wifdom ? to leave his wife, to leave his

babes,

His manlion, and his titles, in a place

From whence himfelf does fly ? he loves us not,

He wants tire nat'raJ touch ; for the poor wren,

The moil diminutive of birds, will fight,

Her young ones in her neit, againit the owl

:

All is the fear, and nothing is the love ;

As little is the wifdom, where the flight

So runs again ft all reafon.

RoJJe. My Deareft Coufin ,

I pray you, fchool your felf ; but for your husband,

Fie's noble, wife, judicious, and bell knows'

The fits o' th' fcafon. JL dare not fpeak much further,

But
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But cruel are the times, when we are traitors,

And do not know our ielves : when we hold rumour
From what we fear, yet know not what we fear

;

But float upon a wild and violent fea

Each way, ami move. I take my leave of you ;

Shall not be long but I'll be here again :

Things at the wont will ceaie, or elfe climb upward
To what they were before : My pretty Coufin,

Ble fling upon you !

L.Macd. Father'd he is, and yet he's fatherlefs.

RoJ/e. I am lb much a fool, fhould I ftay longer,

It would be my dngrace, and your difcomfort,

I take my leave at once. \Exit Rofiew

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father's deadr
And what will you do now ? how will you live *

Son. As birds do, Mother.
L. Macd. What, on worms and flies ?

Son, On what I get, I mean ; and fo do they.

L. Macd,* Poor bird! Thou'dft never fear the net, nor
lime

:

The pit- fall, nor the gin.

Son, Why fhould I, Mother ? poor birds, they are not

fet for.

My father is not dead for all your Saying.

L. Macd, Yes, he is dead ; how wiit thou do for a
father ?

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband r

L, Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any market,

Son. Then you'll buy 'em to fell again.

L. Macd. Thou fpeak'ft with all thy wit, and yet,

i* faith,

With wit enough for thee,

Son, Was my father a traitor, mother ?

L Macd. Ay, that he was,

Son. What is a traitor I

L. Macd. Why, one that fwears and lies,-

Son. And be all traitors, that do fo I

L. M»cd. Every one,, that does fo, is a traitor, and
muft be hang'd.

San, And muit they all be hang'd that fwear and lie f
I. MacA
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L. Macd. Every one.

Son. Who muft hang them ?

L. Macd. Why, the honed men.
Son. Then the liars and fwearers are fools ; for there

are liars and fwearers enow to beat the honell men, and
hang up them.

L. Macd. God help thee, poor monkey! but how
wilt thou do for a father ?

Son. If he were dead, you'd weep for him : if you
would not, it were a good fign that I Ihould quickly have

& new father.

L. Macd. Poor pratler ! how thou talk'II?

Enter a Mejfe?:ger.

Mefi Blefs yon, fair dame! I am not to you known.
Though in your ftate of honour I am perfect

;

I doubt, fome danger does approach you nearly.

If you will take a homely man's advice,

Be not found here ; hence with your little ones.

To fright you thus, methinks, I am too favage

;

To do vvorie to you were fell cruelty,

Which is too nigh your perfon. Heav'n preferve you

!

I dare abide no longer. [Exit Mefenger.
L. Macd. Whither mould I fly ?

I've done no harm. But I remember now,
I'm in this earthly world, where to do harm
Is often laudable ; to do good, fometime
Accounted dang'rous folly. Why then, alas !

Do I put np that womanly defence,

To fay, I'd done no harm ? what are thefe faces ?

Enter Murtherers.

Mur. Where is your husband ?

L. Macd. I hope, in no place fo unfanclined*

Where fuch as thou may 'it find him.

Mur. I-fe's a traitor.

Son. Thouly'it, thou fhag-ear'd villain.

Mur. What, you egg ? [Stabbing him,

Young fry of treachery ?

Son,
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Son. He'as kill'd me, mother.

Run away, pray you.

[Exit L. Macduff, cryingMurther ; Murtherers

purfue her.

SCENE changes to the King of England
9
/

Palace.

Enter Malcolm and Macduff.

MaL T ET us feek out fome defolate made, and there

\ j Weep our fad bofoms empty.

Macd. Let us rather

HoJd faft the mortal fword ; and, like good men,
Beftride our downfal birth-doom : each new morn,

New widows howl, new orphans cry ; new forrows

Strike heaven on the face, that it refounds

As if it felt with Scotland, and yelFd out-

Like fyllables of dolour.

MaL What I believe, I'll wail

;

What know, believe ; and, what I can redrefs,

As I (hall find the time to friend, I will.

What you have fpoke, it may be fo, perchance ;

This tyrant, whofe fole name blifters our tongues,

Was once thought honeft : you have lov'd him well,

He hath not touch'd you yet. I'm young ; but fome-

thing (22)

You may deferve of him through me, and wifdom
To offer up a weak, poor, innocent lamb,

T* appeafe an angry God.
Macd. I am not treacherous.

Mai. But Macbeth is.

A good and virtuous nature may recoil

In an imperial Charge. I crave your pardon:

(ti) Vm young, but fomething

Ton may difcern of him through me, &c] If the whole

Tenoui of the Context could not have convinced our blind

Editors, that we ought to read deferve inftead of difc:rn t (as I

have corrected in the Text,) yet Macduff
y
s Anfwer, fure, mighl

have given them fgme light,— I am not trcachtrousl

That
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That which you are, my thoughts cannot tranfpofe;

Angels are bright till, though the brighter!: fell :

Though all things foul would wear the brows of Grace,
Yet Grace muft look Hill fb.

Macd. I've loft my hopes.

Mai. Perchance, ev'n there, where I did find my
doubts.

Why in that rawnefs left you wife and children,

Thole precious motives, thofe ilrong knots of love
Without leave-taking ? I pray you,

Let not my jealoufies be your dishonours.

But mine own fafeties : vgu naay be rightly juft,

Whatever I mail think.

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor Country !

Great Tyranny, lay thou thy Bafis fure,

For goodnefs dares not check thee ! Wear thou thy
wrongs,

His title is affear'd. Fare thee well, lord:

I would not be the villain that thou think'ft,

For the whole fpace that's in the tyrant's grafp>

And the rich Eait to boot.

Mai. Be not offended ;

I fpeak not as in abiblute fear of you.

I think, our country finks beneath the yoak s

It weeps, it bleeds, and each new day a gaili

Js added to her wounds. I think withal,

There would be hands up- lifted in my Right

:

And here from gracious England have I Offer

Of goodly thoufands But for all this,

When 1 (hall tread upon the Tyrant's head,

Or wear it on my fvvord, yet my poor Country
Shall have more vices than it had before ;

More fuffer, and more fundry ways than ever,

By him that (hall fucceed.

Macd. What mould he be ?

MaL It is my felf I mean, in whom I know
All rue particulars of vice fo grafted,

Th when they (hall be open'd, black Macbeth
Will feem as pure as fnovv, and the poor b'tate

Elleem him as a lamb, being compar'd
With,
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With my confinelefs harms.

Macd Not in the legions

Of horrid hell can come a devil more damn d,

In Evils to top Macbeth.

Mai. I grant him bloody,

Luxurious, avaricious, fidfc, deceitful

Sudden, malicious, fmackwg of ev ry fin

That has a name. But there's no bottom, none.

In my voluptuoufneis : your wives, your daughters,.

Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up

The cittern of my luft ; and my denre

All continent impediments would o'er-bear,

That did oppofe my will. Better Macbeth,

Than fuch an one to reign.

Macd. Boundlefs intemperance

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been

Th* untimely emptying of the happy Throne,

And fall of many Kings. But fear not yet

To take upon you what is yours :
you may

Convey your p'leafures in a fpacious plenty
#

And yet feem cold, the time you may fo hoodwink

:

We've willing dames enough ; there cannot be

That Vulture in you to devour fo many,

As will to Greatnefs dedicate themfelves,

Finding it fo inclined.

Mai. With this, there grows,

In my molt ill-compos'd affe&ion, fuch

A ftanchlefs Avarice, that, were I King,

I {hould cut off the Nobles for their lands ;

Dehre his jewels, and this other's houfe;

And my more-having would be as a fawce

To make me hunger more ; that 1 (hould forge

Quarrels unjuft againfl the good and loyal,

Deftroving them for wealth.

Macd. This Avarice '

. .

Sticks deeper ; grows with more pernicious root (23^

2 . grows with m^re pernicious %°ot

Than W^r.fecming Luft.1 Mr. Warburton concur! d

with me inobfeiving, that S*mmr-fiminz has no Manne^ot
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Than fummer- teeming lull ; and it hath been

The Sword of our {lain Kings: yet do not fear 5

Scotland hath foyfons, to fill up your will,

Of your mere own. All thefe are portable,

With other Graces weigh'd.

Macd. But I have none ; the King-becoming graces,

As juftice, verity, temp'rance, ftablenefs,

Bounty, perfev'rance, mercy, lowlinefs,

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude ;

I have no relim of them, but abound

Jn the divifion of each feveral crime,

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I mould
Pour the fweet milk of Concord into Hell,

Uproar the univerfal peace, confound

All unity on earth.

Macd. Oh Scotland! Scotland ! —*

MaL If fuch a one be fit to govern, fpeak :

I am as I have fpoken.

Macd. Fit to govern?

No, not to live. O nation miferable,

With an untitled tyrant, bloody-fceptred

!

When ihalt thou fee thy wholelbme days again ?

Since that the trueft I flue of thy Throne
By his own interdiction Hands accurft,

And does blafpheme his Breed. Thy royal father

Was a moil fainted King ; the Queen, that bore thee,

Oftner upon her knees than on her feet,

Dy'd every day me liv'd. Oh, fare thee well

!

Thefe evils, thou repeat'ft upon thy felf,

Have banifh'd me from Scotland. Oh, my breaft !

Thy hope ends here.

Mai. Macduff, this noble Paflion,

Child of integrity, hath from my foul

Senfe: We therefore Both corrected conje&urally,

Than Summer- teeming Lujf.

i. e. the Paflion, which lafts no longer than the Heat of Life,

and which goes off in the Winter of Age. Befities, the Meta-

phor ib much more juft by our Emendation 5 for Summer is

the Seafon in which Weeds get Strength, grow rank, and dilate

ihcmfclvcs,

Wip'd
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Wip'd the black fcruples ; reconcird my thoughts
To thy good truth and honour. Devilim Macbeth
By many of thefe trains hath fought to win me
Into his pow'r : and modeft wifdom plucks me
From over-credulous haite ; But God above

Deal between thee and me ! for even now
1 put my felf to thy direction, and
Unfpeak mine own detraction ; here abjure

The taints and blames I laid upon my felf,

For ftrangers to my nature. I am yet

Unknown to woman, never was forfvvorn,

Scarely have coveted what was mine own,
At no time broke my faith, would not betray

The devil to his fellow, and delight

No lefs in truth, than life : my fir ft felfe-fpeaking

Was this upon my felf. What I am truly,

Is thine, and my poor Country's, to command :

Whither, indeed, before thy here* approach,

Old Steward with ten thoufand warlike men,
All ready at a point, was letting forth.

Now we'll together, and the chance of goodnefs,

Be like our warranted quarrel ! Why are you filent ?

Macd. Such welcome, and unwelcome things at once %

'Tis hard to reconcile.

Enter a DoSior.

Mai. Well ; more anon. Comes the King forth, I 1

pray you ?

Docl. Ay, Sir ; there are a crew of wretched fouls,

That ftay his Cure ; their malady convinces

The great a(Tay of Art. But, at his Touch,
Such fandlity hath heaven given his hand,

They prefently amend. [Exit*

Mai. I thank you, Do&or.
Macd. What's the Difeafe he means ?

Mai. 'Tis call'd the Evil ;

A moft miraculous Work in this good King,

Which often fince my here remain in England
I've feen him do. How he ibllicits heav'n,

Himfelf beft knows ; but ftrangelv-vifited people,

All
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All fwoln and ulc'rous, pitiful to the eye,

The mere defpair of furgery, he cures ;

Hanging a golden Stamp about their Necks,
Put on with holy prayers : and 'tis fpoken,

To the fucceeding Royalty he leaves

The healing Benediction. With this ftrange virtue,

He hath a heavenly gift of Prophecy ;

And fundry bleiTmgs hang about his Throne,
That fpeak him full of Grace.

Enter RoiTe.

Macd. See, who comes here !

Mai. My country man ; but yet I know him not.

Macd. My ever-gentle Coufm, welcome hither.

MaL I know him now. Good God betimes remove
The means that makes us itrangers

!

Roffe. Sir, Amen.
Macd. Stands Scotland where it did ?

Rojfe. Alas, poor Country,
Almcft afraid to know it felf. It cannot

Be call'd our Mother, but our Grave ; where nothing,

But who knows nothing, is once feen to fmile :

Where fighs and groans, and fhrieks that rend the air,

Are made, not mark'd ; where violent forrow feems

A modern ecftafie : the dead-man's Knell

Js there fcarce ask'd, for whom : and good men's lives

Expire before the flowers in their caps

;

Dying, or ere they ficken.

Macd. Oh, relation

Too nice, and yet too true!

Mai. What's the neweft grief ?

Roffe. That of an hour's age doth hifs the fpeaker,

Each minute teems a new one.

Macd. How does my wife?

Roffe. Why, well.

Macd. And all my children ?

Roffe. Well too.

Macd. The tyrant has not batter'd at their peace ?

Roffe. No ; they were well at Peace, when I did leave

'em.

Macd.
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Macd. Be not a niggard ofyour fpeech : how goes it ?

Rojfe. When I came hither to tranfpsrt the tydings,

Which I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour
Of many worthy fellows that were out,

Which was to my belief witnefs'd the rather,

For that I faw the Tyrant's Power a-foot ;

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland

Would create foldiers, and make women fight,

To dofF their dire diftrelTes.

Mai. Be't their comfort

We're coming thither : gracious Eag/^Whath
Lent us good Steward and ten thoufand men

;

An older, and a better foldier, none

That Chriftendom gives out.

RoJJe. 'Would I could anfwer
This comfort with the like ! But I have words.

That would be howl'd out in the defart air,

Where Hearing mould not catch them.
Macd. What concern they ?

The gen'ral caufe ? or is it a fee-grief,

Due to fome fingle breaft ?

Rojfe. No mind, that's honeft,

But in it mares fome woe ; though the main part

Pertains to you alone.

Macd. If it be mine,

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it.

Roffe. Let not your ears defpife my tongue for ever,

Which mail pcfTefs them with the heavieft Sound,

That ever yet they heard.

Macd. Hum ! I guefs at it.

RoJJe. Your Cattle is furpriz'd, your wife and babes

Savagely ilaughter'd ; to relate the manner,

Were on the Quarry of thefe murther'd deer

To add the death of you.

Mai. Merciful heav'n \

What, man ! ne'er pull your hat upon your brows

;

Give forrow words ; the grief, that does not fpeak,

Whifpers the o'er- fraught heart, and bids it break.

Macd, My children too !

RoJJe. Wife, children, fervants. all that could be found,

Macd,
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Macd. And I mud be from thence ! my wife kilPd too ?

Roffe. I've faid.

Mai. Be comforted.

Let's make us med'cines of our great Revenge,
To cure this deadly grief.

Macd. He has no children. All my pretty ones ?

Did you fay, all ? what, all ? oh, hell-kite ! all ?

What, all my pretty chickens, and their dam,
At one fell fwoop ?

Mai. Difpute it like a Man.
Macd. I fnall do fo :

But I muft alto feel it as a Man.
I cannot but remember fuch things were,

That were moft precious to me : didheav'n look on,

And would not take their part ? finful Macduff,
They were all ftruck for thee ! naught that I am,
Not for their own dements, but for mine,

Fell Slaughter on their fouls : heav'n reft them now f

MaL Be this the whetftone of your fword, let grief

Convert to wrath : blunt not the heart, enrage it.

Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine eyes.

And braggart with my tongue. But, gentle heav'n !

Cut fhort all intermiflion : front to front,

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland and my felf

;

Within my fword's length fet him, if he 'fcape,

Then heaven forgive him too

!

Mai. This tune goes manly :

Come, go we to the King, our Power is ready ;

Our lack is nothing but our leave. Macbeth
Is ripe for making, and the Powers above
Put on their Inftruments. Receive what cheer you may ;

The night is long, that never finds the day. \Exeunt.
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A C T V.

S C E N E, An Ante-chamber in Macbeth'*
Cajile.

Enter a Doftor of Phyfick^ and a Gentlewoman.

Doctor.
HAVE two nights watch'd with you, but can per, .0 van per-
ceive no truth in your report. When was it, fhe laft
walk'd ?

I
Gent. Since his Majefty went into the field, I have

feen her rife from her bed, throw her night-gown upon
her, unlock her clofet, take forth paper, fold it, write
upon't, read it, afterwards feal it, and again return to bed -

Yet all this while in a moft fail fleep.

Dofl. A great perturbation in nature f to receive at
once the benefit of fleep, and do the effecls of watching
In this Aumbry agitation, befides her walking, and other
aftual performances, what (at any time) have you heard
her fay ?

Gent. That, Sir, which I will not report after her
Do&. You may to me, and 'tis moll meet you mould
Gent. Neither to you, nor any one, having no witnefs

to confirm my fpeech.

Enter Lady Macbeth with a "Taper.

Lo, you ! here Ihe comes : this is her very guife, and up-
on my life, fall afleep ; obferve her, ftand clofe.

'

Do&. How came ihe by that light ?

Gent. Why, it flood by her : Ihe has light bv her
continually, 'tis her command. 7

Do&. You fee, her eyes are open.
Gent. Ay, but their fenfe is fhut.
DoSt. What is it me does now ? look, how /he rubs

her hands.

Gent.
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Gent. It is an accuftom'd Adlion with her, to feem
thus warning her hands : I have known her continue in

this a quarter of an hour.

Lady. Yet here's a fpot.

DoSl. Hark, me fpeaks. I will fet down what comes
from her, to fatisfie my remembrance the more rtrongly.

Lady. Out ! damned fpot ; out, I fay — one ; two ;

why then, 'tis time to do't hell is murky. Fie, my
lord, fie ! a foldier, and afraid ? what need we fear who
knows it, when none can call our power to account ? —
yet who would have thought the old man to have had
lb much blood in him ?

DoSl. Do you mark that ?

Lady, The Thane of Fife had a wife ; where is

fhe now ; what will thefe hands ne'er be clean ? no
more o' that, my lord, no more o' that : you mar all

with this ftarting.

DoSI. Go to, go to ; you have known what you
fliculd not.

Gent. She has fpoke what fhe mould not, I am fure

of that : heav'n knows, what fhe has known.
Lady. Here's the fmell of the blood ftill : all the per-

fumes of Arabia will not fweeten this little hand. Oh !

oh ! oh !

DoSl. What a figh is there? the heart is forely

charg'd.

Gent. I would not have fuch a heart in my bofom,

for the dignity of the whole body.

DoSl. Well, well, well

Gent. Pray God, it be, Sir.

DoSl. This difeafe is beyond my practice : yet I have
known thofe which have walk'd in their fleep, who have

died hclily in their beds.

Lady. Wafh your hands, put on your Night-gown,
look not fo pale I tell you yet again, Banqiio's

buried ; he cannot come out of his Grave.

DoSl. Even fo ?

Lady. To bed, to bed; there's knocking at the gate :

come, come, come, come, give me your hand : what's

done, cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed. [is*. La.

DoSl.
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Doff. Will fhe go now to bed ?

Gent. Directly.

Doff. Foul whifp'rings are abroad ; unnat'ra! deeds
Do breed unnat'ral troubles. Infeded minds
To their deaf pillows will difcharge their Secrets.
More needs ihe the Divine, than the Phyfician.
God, Gcd, forgive us all ! Look after her ;

Remove from her the means of all annoyance,
And dill keep eyes upon her ; fo, good night.
My mind fhe'as mated, and amaz'd my fight.

I think, but dare not fpeak.

Gent. Good night, good Doclor. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to a Field, with a Wood at

dijlance.

£»/*r Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus, Lenox, and Soldiers.

Ment.*~r^HE Eng/jfi Power is near, led on by Malcolm,

J[ His uncle Siward, and the good Macduff.
Revenges burn in them : for their dear caufes

Would to the bleeding and the grim alarm
Excite the mortified man.

Ang. Near Birnarn-wood
Shall we well meet them ; that way are they comino-.

Cath. Who knows, if Donalbain be with his brother ?

Len. For certain, Sir, he is not : I've a file

Of all the Gentry ; there is SiwartFs fon, (24)

(24) there is SiwardVf Son,
^And many unruff'd Touths, that even noiv
Protefl their firfl of Manhood.] This ttnru^d is a tacit

Sophistication put upon us by Mr. Pope, in his extraordinary
Sagacity 3

implying, that AUicdm had many Soldiers in his
Ranks too young to wear a %uffe. This happy Conftruftion
might feduce One into an Error, who was not acquainted with
that Gentleman's Spirit of Criticifm. 'Tis true, the old Edi-
tions read -mruffe Youths 5 and our great Otbilim did not
difcern that this was the antiquated way of fpelling, mr»ugfi9

I. e. imooth-chin'd, tmberbis. And our Author particularly
delights in this Mode of Expretfion.

And
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And many unrough youths, that even now
Proteft their flrft of manhood

.

Ment. What does the tyrant ?

Catb. Great Dunfinan e he ftrongly fortifies

;

Some fay, he's mad : others, that leifer hate him,
Do call it valiant fury : but for certain,

He cannot buckle his diftemper'd Cauie

Within the belt of Rule.

Ang. Now do's he feel

His fecret murthers Ricking on his hands ;

Now minutely Revolts upbraid his faith-breach ;

Thofe, he commands, move only in command,
Nothing in love : now does he feel his Title

Hang loofe about him, like a giant's robe

Upon a dwarfim thief.

Ment. Who then lhall blame
His pefter'd fenfes to recoil, and dart,

When all that is within him does condemn
It felf, for being there ?

Catb. Well, march we on,

To give obedience where 'tis truly ow'd :

Meet we the med'cine of the fickly Weal,
And with him pour we, in our Country's purge,

Each drop of us.

Len. Or fo much as it needs,

To dew the fovereign flower, and drown the weeds.

Make up our March towards Birnam.

SCENE,'/**? Cajlie ofT)v n sinane.
Enter Macbeth, Dofior, and Attendants.

Macb. T) RING me no more Reports, let them

XJ Ay all :

'Till Birnam-vjood. remove to Dunfi?iane,

I cannot taint with fear. What's the boy Malcolm ?

Was he not born of woman ? Spirits, that know
All mortal confequences, have pronounc'd it :

' Fear not, Macbeth-, no man, that's born of wcman,
4 Shall e'er have power upon thee. Then fly, falfe

Thanh*
And
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And mingle with xYieEngliJh Epicures.
The mind I fway by, and the heart I bear,
Shall never fagg with doubt, nor make with fear.

Enter a Servant.

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac'd lown IWhere got/It thou that goofe-look ?

Ser. There are ten thoufand .

Macb. Geefe, villain?

Ser. Soldiers, Sir.

rr^vu ^ic
,

k th^ face
'
and over-red thy fear,Thou

i
hlly-hver'd boy. What foldiers, patch ?

Death of thy foul ! thofe linnen cheeks of thine
Are counfellors to fear. What foldiers, whey-face ?

Ser. The Englijh force, fo pleafe you.
Macb. Take thy face hence — Seyton /— pm flck at

neart,

When I behold
, Seyton, I fay f This pufliWill cheer me ever, or difeafe me now.

I have Iiv'd long enough : my way of life
Is fall'n into the Sear, the yellow leaf:
And that, which mould accompany old age
As honour, love, obedience, troops of friend's,
1 mua not look to have: but, in their Head
Curfes not loud but deep, mouth-honour, breath,

Seyton
^ W°Uld ^^ and dare n0U

Enter Seyton.

Sey. What is your gracious pleafure >

Macb. What news more ?

If' L
A
\m

Sc°?^& ^ lord
>
which was sported.

Macb. I 11 fight, 'till from my bones my fleih be hacku
Cxive me my armour.

Sey.
1
Tis not needed yet.

^
Macb. Vil put it on.

Send out more horfes, skirre the country round ;Hang thofe, that talk of fear. Give me mine armour.
:iow do s your Patient, Doctor ?

Do£l. Not fo lick, my lord,
Vol. VI. P Af
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As (he is troubled with thick- coining fancies,

That keep her from her Reft.

Macb. Cure her of that:
#

Canft thou net romifter to a mind difeaS d,

Pluck from the memory a rooted for row.

Raze out the written troubles of the brain ;

And with foroe fweet oblivious arndote,

Cleanfe the ftuff'd bofom of that- perilous ftuft,

Which weighs upon the heart ?

Doa. Therein the Patient

Muft minifter unto himfelf.

Macb. Throw phyfick to the dogs, PH none of it —
Come, put my armour on ; give me my ftoff.

sS*n\ fend out- Doftor, the Thanes fly from me ~—

Come,' Sir,diipatch-Ifthoucould'ft ******
The water of my Land, find ner difeafe,

And purge it to a found and pnftine health ;

I would applaud thee to the very Echo,

That mould applaud again. Pull't off, I fay

What rubarb, fenna, or what purgative drug,

Would fcour theie Englijb hence ! hear'fc thou of them?

Doa. Ay, my good lord ; your royal Preparation

Makes us hear foir.eth'ng.

Macb. Bring it after me ;

I will not be afraid of death and bane,

'Till Birnam-foreH come to Dunfinane.

Doa Were I from Dunfinane away, and clear,

Profit again (hould hardly draw me here. {Exeunt.

SCENE charges to Birnam-#W.

Enter Malcolm, Siward , Macduff, Siward'j Sen,

Menteth, Cathnefs, Angus, and Soldiers marching.

m i ^OUSINS, I hope, the days are near at

hand,

That chambers will be fafe.

Ment. We doubt it nothing.

Siiv What wood is this before us ?

Ment. The wood of Bimam

Mai. Let every foldier hew him down a bough, 1
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339And bear't before him ; thereby lhall we fhadowThe numbers of our Holt, and make difcov'rvErr in report of at.

*

Sold. It lhall be done.

K
le
n
a
r°

°ther
'
but the "indent tyrantKeeps lt.U m Dunfinane, and will endure

*
«Jur letting down before't.

Mai. 'Tis his main hope :

For where there is advantage to be given
Both more and lefs have given him the Revolt jAnd none ferve with him but conftrained things,Whofe hearts are abfent too.

6

Macd. Let our juit cenfures
Attend the true event, and put we on
Indultnous foldierlhip.

Si-w. The time approaches,
That will with due decifion make us know
npr k

we % vve have, and what we owe:
I noughts fpeculative their unfure hopes relate •

But certain iffue Strokes mult arbitrate •

Towards which, advance the war. {Exeunt marching.

SCENE changes to the Cajlk of Dunfinane.
Enter Macbeth, Seyton, and Soldiers with drums and

colours,

JW^.pjANG^out our banners on the outward

The Cry is ftill, they come ; our Cattle's IWthWill laugh a fiege to fcorn. Here let them lye,
1 ill famine and the ague eat them up •

Were they not forc'd with thofe that mould be our,,We
:

might have met them dareful, beard to bea-dAnd beat them backward home. What is that noFe ?

Sey. It is the cry ofwomen,
Macb. I have almoft forgot the taite of fears •

1 he time has been, my fenfes Would have cooi'd '

To hear a night-lhriek ; and my fell of hairWould at a difmal treatife rouze and itir

p » '
As
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As life were hVt. I have fupt full with horrors ;

Direnefs, familiar to my flaughfrous thoughts,

Cannot once dart me. Wherefore was that Cry ?

Sey. The Queen, my Lord, is dead.

Macb. She fhould have dy'd hereafter ;

There would have been a time for fuch a word.

To morrow, and to morrow, and to morrow,

Creeps in this petty pace from any to day,

To the laft fyliable of recorded t|me ;

And all our yefterdays have lighted I ( Js

The way to dufty death Out, out, bi ief candle \

Life's but a walking fhadow, a poor Player,

That ftruts and frets his hour upon the Stage,

And then is heard no more! It is a Tale,

Told by an ideot, full of found and fury,

Signifying nothing

!

Enter a Mejfenger.

Thou conVft to ufe thy tongue : thy ftory quickly.

Mef My gracious lord,

I fhould report That which, I fay, I faw,

But know not how to do't.

Macb. Well, fay it, Sir.

Mef. As I did Hand my watch upon the hill,

I look'd toward Birnam, and anon, methought,

The Wood began to move.

Macb. Liar, and Have '. [Striking him.

Mef. Let me endure your wrath, iPt be not fo

:

Within this three mile may you fee it coming ;

I fay, a moving grove.

Macb. If thou fpeak'fl falfe,

Upon the next tree fhalt thou hang alive,

•Till famine cling thee : If thy fpeech be footh,

I care not, if thou doft for me as much.—
I pull in Rcfolution, and begin

To doubt th* equivocation of the fiend,

Thai lies like truth. " Fear not, 'till Birnam-wood

Do come to Dunfinane"— and now a wood

Comes toward Dunfmane. Arm, arm, and out

!

If this, which he avouches, does appear,
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There is nor flying hence, nor tarrying here,
I gin to be a weary of the Sun ;

And wiih, the ftate o'th' world were now undoneRing the alarum Bell; blow, wind! come, wrack'At leaft, we 11 d:e with harnefs on our back. [Exeunt.

SCENE before Dunsinane.
Enter Malcolm, Siward, Macduff, and their Jrmy with

Boughs.

Mal NT°T^ ne
f
re^ugh: your leavy fcreem

JL^I throw down,
And fhe v like thofe you are. You (worthy uncle)
Shall with my Coufin, your right-noble Ton,
Lead our nrft battle. Brave Macduff^ we
Shall take upon's what elfe remains to do,
According to our order.

Siiv. Fare you well :

Do We but find the Tyrant's Power to night,
Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight.
Macd. Make all our trumpets fpeak, give them all

breath,

Thofe clam'rous harbingers of blood and 'death. [gxt
* . ,

l^larums continued.
Enter Macbeth,

Mkcb. They've ty'd me to a flake, I cannot fly,
But, bear-like, I muft fight the courfe. What's he
That was not born of woman t fuch a one

9

Am I to fear, or none.

Enter young Siward.

To. Siw. What is thy name ?

Mad. Thou'lt be afraid to hear it.

To. Si™. No: though thou call'ft thy felf a hotter
name, *

Than any is in hell.

Mad. My name's Madeth.

M„;\7f w
he d

-

Vil himfelf could not pronounce a titleMore hateful to mine ear.

p 3 Mad.
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Mach. No, nor more fearful.

2^. 5i<u;. Thou lieft, abhorred Tyrant ; with my fword

I'll prove the lie thou fpeak'ft.

[Fight, andyoung Siward'jJlain.

Mach. Thcu waft born of woman ;

But fwords I fmile at, weapons laugh to fcorn,

BrandiftVd by man that's of a woman born. [Exit.

Alarums. Enter Macduff.

Macd. That way the noife is : Tyrant, mew thy face

;

If thou be' it flain, and with no ltroke of mine,

My wife aud children's ghofts will haunt me ftill.

I cannot itrike at wretched Kernes, whofe arms
Are hir'd to bear their ftaves : Or thou, Macbeth,

Or elfe my fword with an unbatter'd edge

I iheath again undeeded. There thou fhould'ft be -~
By this great clatter, one of greater!: note

Seems bruited. Let rne find him, fortune!

And more I beg not. {Exit. Alarum,

Enter Malcolm and Siward.

S7iv. This way, my lord, the Cattle's gently render'd :

The tyrant's people on both fides do fight ;

The noble Thanes do bravely in the war j

The day almoft it felf profeffes yours,

And little is to do.

Mai. We've met with foes,

That ftrike befide us.

Siw. Enter, Sir, the Caftle. [Exeunt. Alarum.

Enter Macbeth.

Mach. Why fhould I play the Roman fool, and die

On mine own fword ? whilft I fee lives, the galhes

Do better upon them.

To him, enter Macduff.

Macd. Turn, hell-hound, turn.

Mach. Of all men elfe I have avoided thee 5

But get thee back, my foul is too much charg'd

With blood of thine already.
Macai
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Macd. I've no words

;

My voice is in my fworri ! thou bloodier villain,

Than terms can give thee out. [Fight. Alarum:
Macb. Thou lofeft labour ;

As eafie may'ft thou the intrenchant air

With thy keen fword imprefs, as make me bleed :

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crefts,

I bear a charmed life, which muft not yield

To one of woman born.

Macd. Defpair thy Charm !

And let the angel, whom thou ftill haft ferv'd,

Tell thee, Macduff was from his mother's womb
Untimely ripp'd.

Macb. Accurfed be that tongue, that tells me fo

For it hath cow'd my better part of man :

And be thefe juggling fiends no more believ'd,

That palter with us in a double fenfe ;

That keep the word of promife to our ear,

And break it to our hope ! I'll not fight with thee,

Macd. Then yield thee, coward,

And live to be the fhew, and gaze o'th' time.

We'll have thee, as our rarer monfters are,

Painted upon a pole, and under- writ,
* Here may you fee the tyrant.

Much. I will not yield,

To ki l :ne ground before young Malcolm* & feet ;

And to be baited with the rabble's Curfe.

Though Birnam wood be come to Dunjinaney

And thou, oppob'd, be of no woman born,

Yet I will try the laft. Before my body
I throw my warlike fhieid. Lay on, Macduff

;

And damn'd be he, that firft cries, " hold, enough.

[Exemitfighting. Alarums*

Retreat and flourijh. Enter woith Drum and Colours>

Malcolm, Siward, RolTe, Thanes, and Soldiers.

Mai. I would, the friends, we mifs, were fafe arriv\L

Si™. Some muft go off : and yet, by thefe I fee,

So great a day as this is cheaply bought,

P 4 Mai.
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Mai. Macduff"is miffing, and your noble fon.
Rojfe. Your fon, my lord, has paid a foldier's debt *

He only liv'd but 'till he was a man,
The which no fooner had his prowefs confirmed,
In the unlhrinking ftation where he fought,
But like a man he dy'd.

Situ. Then is he dead ?

Rojfe. Ay, and brought off the field : your caufe of
forrow

Muft not be meafur'd by his worth, for then
It hath no end.

Si<w. Had he his hurts before ?

Roffe. Ay, on the front.

Siw. Why then, God's foldier be he t

Had I as many fons as I have hairs,

I would not wifh them to a fairer death

:

And fo his knell is knoll'd.

Mai. He's worth more forrow,

And that Til fpend for him.
Si-zv. He's worth no more ;

They fay, he parted well, and paid his fcore.

So, God be with him ! — Here comes newer comfort.

Enter Macduff, <witb Macbeth's bead.

Macd. Hail, King! for fo thou art. Behold, where
ftands

Th' Ufurper's curfed head ; the time is free:

I fee thee compaft with thy Kingdom's Peers,

That fpeak my falutation in their minds :

Whofe voices I defire aloud with mine ;

Hail, King of Scotland!

AIL Hail, King of Scotland7 [Flourijk.

Mai. We mail not fpend a large expence of time,

Before we reckon with your fev'ral loves,

And make us even with you. Thanes and kinfmen,

Henceforth be Earls, the firft that ever Scotland

In fuch an honour nam'd. What's more to do,

Which would be planted newly with the time,

As calling home our exiTd friends abroad,

That fled the fnares of watchful tyranny ;

Producing
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Producing forth the cruel minifters
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like Queen •

(Who, as 'tis thought, by felf and violenThandsTook off her life;
) this, and what needful eife

rhat calls upon us, by the grace ofGrace,We will perform in meafure, time and place :

Sothanks to all at once, and to each one,
Whom we invite to fee us crown'd at Scone.

{Flouri/b. Exeunt omnesl

C, M * -
.
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ACT I.

SCENE, & ROME.
*** a

"f mutinous Citizens with a

i CITIZEN.

Speak, fpeak.
I C*/.

YouareallrefoIv'dratJiPrf/, a-than to fami/h I
Aer t0 die»

^ Refolv'd, refoly'd.

"
2?, people™

kn°W'

fc-t I i'
^Wt

own price.

C

l"ta VeS'p^^ haVe Co™ * our

aw^'
N
°^ oa' t, ,e* be done; away,

'g^f word'goodCidZe„ s .

good
: whatMtSXfZ^^A the Patrici^

they would yield us but t r
°n

'/'.ouId relieve us: if
^holefome, we mih rr.»'.^ it wereS^gueis, they relieved us humanely;

but
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but they think, we are too dear ; the leannefs that affli&s

us the objeft of our mifery, is as an inventory to par-

ticularize their abundance; our fufferance is a gain to

them Let us revenge this with our Pikes, ere we be-

come' Rakes : for the Gods know, I fpeak this in hun-

ger for bread, not in thirft for revenge. — .

2 Cit. Would you proceed efpecially againft Catus

Marcius? ^
All Againft him firft : he's a very dog to the Com-

monalty. , , j f
2 Cit. Confider you, what fervices he has done lor

his Country ? . i

.

i Cit Very well ; and could be content to give him

good report for
r
t; but that he pays himfelf with being

¥r
°jtl. Nay, but fpeak not malicioufly.

i Cit I fay unto you, what he hath done famoufly,

he did it to that end ; though fcft-confcienc'd Men can

be content to fay, it was for his Country ; he did it to

pleafe his Mother, and to be partly proud; which he

is even to the altitude of his virtue.
9

2 Cit What he cannot help in his nature, you ac-

count a 'vice in him: you mult in no ways fay, he is

covetous.
^ ^ ^ | need not De barren of accu-

fations;' he hath faults, with furplus, to tire in repe-

tition \$bouts within.-) What fhcuts are thofe? the

other 'fide o' th< City is rifen ; why ftay we prating

here? To the Capitol

AIL Come, come.

j Cit* Soft—-who comes here?

Enter Menenius Agrippa.

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa ; one that hath al-

ways lov'd the People.

i Cit. He s one honefl enough ; would, all the reit

fo

!

^Men. What Work's, my Countrymen, in hand ?
;

wX^and clubs ? ;be matter Speak, I prayyJ
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2 Cit. Our bufinefs is not unknown to the Senate

;

they have had inkling, this fortnight, what we intend

to do, which now we'll mew 'em in deeds : they fay,

Joor Suiters have ftrong breaths ; they fhall know, we
ave ftrong arms too.

Men. Why, Mailers, my good Friends, mine honeft

Neighbours,

Will you undo your felves ?

2 Cit. We cannot, Sir, we are undone already.

Men. I tell you, Friends, moil charitable care

Have the Patricians of you : For your wants,

Your fufferings in this Dearth, you may as well

Strike at the Heaven with your ftaves, as lift them
Againft the Ionian State; whofe Courfe will on
The way it takes, cracking ten thoufand Curbs

Of more ftrong Links afunder, than can ever

Appear in your Impediment. For the Dearth,

The Gods, not the Patricians, make it ; and
Your Knees to them (not Arms) mull help. Alack,

You are tranfported by Calamity

Thither, where more attends you ; and you (lander

The Helms o'th' State, who care for you like Fathers*

When you curfe them as Enemies.

2 Cit. Care for us ! true, indeed! they ne'er

Car'd for us yet. Suffer us to familh, and their Store-

houfes cramm'd with grain : make Edicts for Ufury, to

fupport Ufurers ; repeal daily any wholefome A& eftab-

lilhed againft the Rich, and provide more piercing Sta-

tutes daily to chain up and reftrain the Poor. If the

Wars eat us not up, they will; and there's all the
love they bear us.

Men. Either you muft
Confefs your felves wond'rous malicious,

Or be accus'd of folly. I mall tell you
A pretty Tale, (it may be, you have heard it ;)

But, fmce it ferves my purpose, I will venture

(1) To ftale't a little more. 2 Cit,

(1) To fcale't a little more.] Thus all the Editions, but withont

any Maanex of Seafe, that I cm find out, The Poet muft

have
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2 Cit. Well,

I'll hear it, Sir yet you mufl not think

To fob off our difgraces with a Tale :

But, an't pleafe you, deliver.

Men. There was a time, when all the body's mem-
bers

RebelPd againft the belly ; thus accus'd its—
That only, like a Gulf, it did remain

l'th' midft o'th' body, idle and unattive,

Still cupboarding the Viand y never bearing

Like labour with the reft ; where th'other inftrumenti

Did fee, and hear, devife, inftrucl, walk, feel,

And mutually participate, did minifter

Unto the appetite, and affedlion common
Of the whole body. The belly anfwer'd—

•

2 Cit. Well, Sir, what anfwer made the belly ?

Men. (2) Sir, I mail tell you. With a kind of

fmile,

Which ne'er came from the lungs, but even thus——*
(For, look you, I may make the belly fmile,

As well as fpeak) it tauntingly reply'd

To th' difcontented Members, th' mutinous Parts*

That envied his receit ; even fo moll fitly,

As you malign our Senators, for that

They are not fuch as you

2 Cit. Your belly's anfwer what

!

The kingly-crowned head, the vigilant eye,

The counfellor heart, the arm our foldier,

Our fteed the leg, the tongue our trumpeter;

have wrote, as I have corrected the Text : and then the Mean-

ing will be plainly this. tl Perhaps, you may have heard my
" Tale already, but for all That, Til venture to make it more
" /tale and familiar to You, by telling it over again." And
nothing is more common than the Verb in this Senfe, with

our three Capital Dramaticl^Vocis.

(2) Sir, I /ball veil yon VJtth a kind of Smile,

Which ne'er camefrom the Lungs,] Thus all the Editors, mod
ftupidly, hithertoi as if Mentnit*s were to fmile in telling his

Story, tho' the Lines, which immediately follow, make it evi-

dent that the Belly was meant to fmile.

With
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V/ith other muniments and petty helps

Jn this our fabrick, if that they

Men. What then? 'Fore me, this fellow fpeakj,

What then ? what then ?

2 Cit. Should by the cormorant belly be reftrain'd,

Who is the Sink o' th' body, -

—

Men. Well, what then?

2 Cit. The former Agents, if they did complain,

What could the belly anfwer ?

Men. I will tell you,

If you'll bellow a fmall (of what you have little)

Patience, a while ; you'll hear the belly's anfwer,

2 Cit. Y'are long about it.

Men. Note me this, good Friend;

Your moft grave belly was deliberate,

]Not ram, like his accufers ; and thus anfwer'd;

True is it, my incorporate Friends, quoth he,

That I receive the general food at firft,

Which you do live upon ; and fit it is,

Becaufe I am the llore-houfe, and the fhop

Of the whole body. But, if you do remember,
I fend it through the rivers of your blood,

Even to the Court, the Heart ; to th' feat o'th* brain*

And, through the cranks and offices of man,
The ftrongeft nerves, and fmall inferior veins,

From me receive that natural competency,

Whereby they live. And tho' that all at once,

You, my good Friends, (this fays the belly) mark
me —

2 Cit. Ay, Sir, well, well.

Men. Though all at once cannot
See what I do deliver out to each,

Yet I can make my audit up, that all

From me do back receive the flow'r of all,

And leave me but the bran. What fay you to't?

2 Cit. It was an anfwer; how apply you this?

Men. The Senators of Rome are this good belly,

And you the mutinous Members; for examine
Their Counfels, and their Cares ; digeft things rightly,

Touching the weal o'th' Common ; you mail fend,

No
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No publick benefit, which you receive,

But it proceeds, or comes, from them to you.
And no way from your felves. What do you think?
You, the great toe' of this AfTembly !«

2 Cit. I the great toe ! why, the great toe ?

Men. For that, being one o' th* lowelt, bafeft, •

pooreft,

Of this moil wife Rebellion, thou goeft foremoft :

Thou rafcal, that art worft in biood to run,

Lead'ft flrft, to win fome vantage.———

-

But make you ready your ftifx bats and clubs,

Rome and her rats are at the point of battle

:

(3) The one fide muft have bale.

Enter Caius Marcius.

Hail, noble Marcius I

Mar. Thanks. What's the matter, you diflentious

rogues,

That, ruboing the poor itch of your opinion,

Make your felves fcabs ?

2 Cit. We have ever your good word.
Mar. He, that will give good words to thee, will

flatter

Beneath abhorring. Wr

hat would you have, ye Curs,

That like nor peace, nor war ? The one affrights

you,
The otaer makes you proud. He that trulls to you,

Where he mould find you lions, finds you hares

:

When, foxes, geefe : You are no furer, no,

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice,

(l) The one Side mufl have Bail ] It muft be the vanquifht

Side, fure, that could want it j and who were likely to be their

Bail? But it is endlels to queftion with Negligence and Mupi-

dity. The Poet, undoubtedly, wrote as 1 have reftor'd 3

The one S,dc rauft have Bale

i. e. Sorrow, Misfortune, muft have the worft of it, be dis-

comfited . I have rcf btM this Word rn fome othu Tallages of

our Authoi 3 where tlu { d itors feem'd not to be aware of any

ftfcA Word in our Language.

Or
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Or hailftone in the Sun. Your virtue is,

To make him worthy, whofe offence fubdues him,
And curfe that juftice, did it. Who deferves Great-

nefs,

Deferves your Hate ; and your affections are

A Tick man's appetite, who defires moft T hat

Which would encreafe his evil. He, that depends

Upon your favours, fwims with fins of lead,

And hews down oaks with rulhes. Hang ye
trull ye

!

With every minute you do change a mind,
And call him noble, that was now your hate

;

Him vile, that was your garland. What's the matter,

That in the feveral places of the City

You cry againft the noble Senate, who
(Under the Gods) keep you in awe, which elfe

Would feed on one another ? what's their Seeking ?

Men. For corn at their own rates, whereof, they

fay,

The City is well ftor'd.

Mar. Hang 'em : they fay f——

—

They'll fit by th' fire, and prefume to know
What's done l'th' Capitol ; who's like to rife

;

Who thrives, and who declines : fide factions, and giv©

out

Conjectural marriages ; making parties flrcng,

And feeble fuch, as ftand not in their Liking,

Below their cobled fhooes. They fay, there's Gram
enough !

Would the Nobility lay afide their ruth,

And let me ufe my (word, I'd make a quarry

With thoufands of thei'e quarter'd Slaves, as high

As I could pitch my lance.

V Men. Nay, thefe are almolt. thoroughly perfuaded :

For though abundantly they lack discretion,

Yet are they pafhng cowardly. But, I befeech you,

What fays the other troop ?

Mar. They are difiblv'd; hang 'em,

They faid they were an hungry, fi^h'd forth Proverbs

;

That hunger broke (lone iva/h~»— that dogs mufi eat,—
That
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That meat was made for mouths that the Gods
fent not

Corn for the rich men only< With thefe fhreds

They vented their complainings : which being anfwer'd,

And a Petition granted them, a ftrange one,

To break the heart of Generality,

And make bold Power look pale ; they threw their capt

As they would hang them on the horns o'th' Moon,
Shouting their emulation.

Men. What is granted them ?

Mar. Pive Tribunes to defend their vulgar wifdoms,
Of their own choice. One's Junius Brutus,

Sicinius Velutus, and I know not« —— s'death.

The rabble mould have firft unrcofd the City,

Ere fo prevail'd with me! it will in time

Win upon Power, and throw forth greater themes
for Infurre&ion's arguing.

Men. This is ftrange.

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments

!

Enter a Mejfenger.

Mef. Where's Caius Marcius?
Mar. Here what's the matter ?

Mef. The news is, Sir, the Volfcians are in arms.

Mar. I'm glad on't, then we mall have means to vent

Our mufty fuperfluity. See, our bell Elders !— >

Enter Sicinius Velutus, Junius Brutus, Cominias,

Titu^ Lartius, with other Senators.

1 Sen. Marcius, 'tis true, that you have lately told

us,

The Volfcians are in arms.

Mar. They have a Leader,

Julius Aufidius, that will put you to*t.

I fin in envying his Nobility :

And were I any thing but what I am,

I'd wifli me only he

Com. You h vt fought together?

Mar. Were half to half the world by th' ears, and he

Upon my Party, i\i revolt, to make.
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Only my wars with him. He is a lion,

That I am proud to hunt.

i Sen. Then, worthy Marcius,

Attend upon Cominius to thefe wars.

Com. It is your former promife.

Mar. Sir, it is

;

And J am conftant : Titus Lartius, thou

Shalt fee me once more ftrike at Tullus* face.

What, art thou ftiff? ftand'ft out?

Tit. No, Catus Marc ius,

I'll lean upon one crutch, and fight with t'other;

Ere flay behind this bulinefs.

Men. O true bred

!

i Sen. Your company to th' Capitol; where, I know,
Cur greateft Friends attend us.

Tit. Lead you on;

Follow, Cominius ; we muft follow you

;

Right worthy you Priority.

Com. Noble Lartius! •

i Sen. Hence to your homes be gone.

[To the Citizens.

Mar. Nay, let them follow

;

The Volfcians have much Corn : take thefe rats thither,

To gnaw their garners. Worfhipful Mutineers,

Your valour puts well forth ; pray, follow*

[Exeunt.
[Citizens fteal a<way. Manent Sicinius and Brutus.

Sic. Was ever man lb proud, as is this Marcius?
Bro. He has no equal.

Sic. When we were chofen Tribunes for the People-*
Bru. Mark'd you his lip and eyes ?

Sic. Nay, but his taunts.

Bru. Being mov'd, he will not fpare to gird the

Gods

—

' -

Sic. Be-mock the modeft Moon,
Bru. The prefent Wars devour him ; he is grown

Too proud, to be fo valiant.

|

Sic. Such a nature,

Tickled with good fuccefs, difdains the fhadow
Which he treads on at noon ; but I do wonder,
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His infolence can brook to be commanded
Under Cominius.

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims,

In whom already he is well grac'd, cannot

Better be held, nor more attain'd, than by
A Place below the ffft ; for what mifcarries

Shall be the General's fault, tho' he perform

To the utmoft of a man ; and giddy cenfure

Will then cry out of Marcius : oh, if he
Had borne the bufinefs

Sic. Befides, if things go well,

Opinion, that fo flicks cn Marcius, mall

Of his demerits rob Cominius.

Bru. Come,
Half all Cominius'* Honours are to Marcius,

Though Marcius earn'd them not ; and all his faults

To Marcius mail be honours, though, indeed,

In aught he merit not.

Sic. Let's hence, and hear

How the difpatch is made ; and in what fafhion,

More than his fmgularity, he gees

Upon this prefent action.

Bru. Let's along. [Exeunt*

SCENE changes to Corioli.

Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Senators of Corioli.

I Sen. O O, your opinion is, Auf.dtus,

That they of Rome are entred in our Couit-

fels,

And know how we proceed.

Auf. Is it not yours ?

What ever hath been thought on in this State,

That could be brought to bodily acl, ere Rome
Had circumvention ? 'tis not four days gone,

Since I heard thence— thefe are the words— I think,

I have the letter here ; yes here it is ;

u They have prell a Power, but it is not known

[
Reading.

" Whether for Eaft or Weft i the Dearth is great,

" Th«
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The People mucinous ; and it is rumour'd
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy,
(Who is of Rome vvorfe hated than of you)
And Titus Lartius, a moll valiant Roman,

" Thefe three lead on this preparation
Whither 'tis bent— moft likely, 'tis for you :

Confider of it.

1 Sen. Our Army's in the Field :

We never yet made doubt, but Rome was ready
To anfwer us.

Auf Nor did you think it folly,

To keep your great pretences veil'd, 'till when
Thsy needs muft mew themfelves ; which in the

hatching,

It feem'd, appear
1

! to Rome. By the difcovery
We fkdl he fhortned in cur aim, which was
To take in many Towns, ere (almoft) Rome
Should know we vere a-foot.

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius,

Take your Com ninbn, We you to your bands

;

Let us aicne to gu d Corioli

;

If they fet down haforete, for the Remove
Bring up your Army : but, I think, you'll find,
They've not prepar'd for us.

Auf O, dcubt not That,
I fpeak from certainties. Nay more,
Some parcels of their Power are forth already,
And only hi:h-rward. I leave your Honours.
If We and Cuius Marcius chance to meet,
'Tis fvvorn between us, we mall ever ftrike

'Till one can do no more.

All The Gods affift you !

Auf. And keep your Honours fafe !

1 Sen. Farewel.

2 Sen. Farewel.

ML Farcwd. \Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to Caius Marcius'x Houfe in

Rome.

Enter Volumnia and Virgilia ; they Jit down on t*v$

low fioohy and foiv.

Vol. T Pray you, Daughter, fing, or exprefs your felf

Jl in a more comfortable fort : if my Son were

my Husband, I would freelier rejoice in that abfence

wherein he won honour, than in the embracements of

his bed, where he would Ihew moft love* When yet

he was but tender-bodied, and the only Son of my
womb ; when youth with comelinefs plucked all gaze

his way ; when, for a day of Kings' entreaties, a Mo-,
ther mould not fell him an hour from her beholding ;

I, confidering how Honour would become fuch a per-

fon, that it was no better than pi&ure-like to hang by
th' wall, if Renown made it not ftir, was pleas'd to let

him feek Danger where he was like to find Fame : to

a cruel war I fent him, from whence he returned, his

brows bound with Oak. J tell thee, Daughter, I fprang

not more in joy at firft hearing he was a man-child,

than now in firft feeing he had proved himfelf a Man.
Vir. But had he died in the bufmefs, Madam ; how

then ?

Vol. Then his good Report mould have been my
Son ; I therein would have found iflue. Hear me pro-

fefs fincerely : had I a dozen Sons each in my love a-

like, and none lefs dear than thine and my good Mar-
cius, I had rather eleven die nobly for their Country,

than one voluptuoufly furfeit, out of aclion.

Enter a Gentlewoman.

Gent, Madam, the Lady Valeria is come to vifit

you.

Vir. 'Befeech you, give me leave to retire my felf.

Vol. (indeed, thou malt not

:

Methinks, I hither hear your Husband's Drum :

I fee him pluck Aufidiui down by tlT hair :

(As
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(As children from a bear) the Volfci manning him

:

Methmks, I fee him ftamp thus_ and call thus_Come on, ye cowards, ye were got in fear,
Though you were born in Rome ; » his bloody browWith his mail'd hand then wiping, forth he goesLike o a harveft man, that's task'd to mowUr all, or lofe his hire.

Kir. His bloody brow i oh, Jupiter, no blood '

ThCn r i?
a

J' y°U [°
o1

5

Jf more becomes a man,'

Si
n Ins trophy. Thebreaft ot Hecuba,When flie did fuckle HeSer, look'd not lovelier

1 turn Hefors forehead, when it fpit forth bloodAt Grecian fwords contending
; tell Valeria,We are fit to bid her welcome. r vxit QenfVir Heav'ns blefs my Lord from feU^W

He'll beat head below his knee,And tread upon his neck.
'

Jr"
m

§
hd ,0 >""• ^J**

fe^usssste',- *-> -

than look upon his fchoolmalter.
um»

O' my word, the Father's Son : I'll fwesr Vf.

firm'd countenance. I fawh^ rafter'" m 1 ,°n
-

terfly
?
and when he caught SKttL'Sg! Wafter it again

; and over and over he comes fnd'un ,gam; and caught it again ; or whether hTpall en a

?
.'d

EJ'k'oW
WaS

' V"1 f° fe£ hb «^ and fid

V n ' o
a"an

J'
how heir'ammockt it

V

/W. One of's Father's moods
Val. Indeed, la, 'tis a noble Child.
,

tr- A crack, Madam.
VoL - VI

- Q> v,;.
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VaL Come, lay afide your Stitchery ; I muft have

you play the idle hufwife with me this afternoon.

Vir. No, good Madam, I will not ouc of doors.

VaL Not out of doors I

Vol. She lhall, fhe lhall.

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience ; PI1 not over the

threihold, 'till my Lord return from the wars.

VaL Fie, you confine your felf moft unreafonably :

Come, you muft go vifit the good Lady that lyes in.

Vir. I will wifh her fpeedy flrength, and vifit her
with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither.

Vol. Why, I pray you ?

Vir. 'Tis not to fave labour, nor that I want love.

VaL You would be another Penelope ; yet they fay,

all the yarn, fhe fpun in Uly]J'es\ abfence, did but fill

Ithaca full of moths. Come, I would, your cambriclc

were fenfible as your finger, that you might leave

pricking it for pity. Come, you fhall go with us.

Vir. No, good Madam, pardon me ; indeed, I will

not forth.

VaL In truth, la, go with me, and I'll tell you ex-

cellent news of your Husband.

Vir. Oh, good Madam, there can be none yet.

VaL Verily, I do not jell with you ; there came
news from him lall night.

Vir. Indeed, Madam
VaL In earneft, it's true ; I heard a Senator fpeak

it. Thus it is The Voljcians have an army forth,

againft whom Cominius the General is gone, with one

part of our Roman Power. Your Lord and Titus Lar-

tius are fet down before their City Corioli ; they no-

thing doubt prevailing, and to make it brief wars.

This is true, on my honour ; and fo, I pray, go

with us.

Vir. Give me excufe, good Madam, I will obey you

in every thing hereafter.

Vol. Let her alone, Lady ; as fhe is now, fhe will

but difeafe our better mirth.

Vol. In troth, I think, fhe would : fare you well,

then. Come, good fweet Lady. Pr'ythee, Virgilial

turn



CORIOLANUS. 363
turn thy Solemnnefs out o' door, and go along with us

Vtr No : at a word, Madam ; indeed, I mull not.

*

I wjih you much mirth.
VaL Well, thenfarewel. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to the Walls of Corioli.

Enter Marcius, Titus Lartius, w/rf Cap/*/*, W&A
Wfi ; To them a Mef/enger.

Onder comes news : a wager, they have met.
Lart. My horfe to yours, no.

Mar. Tis done.

Agreed.
Mar. Say, has our General met the enemy >

Me/. They lye in view ; but have not fpoke as Vet
Lart. So, the good horfe is mine. \

Mar. I'll buy him of you.
Lart. No, I'll not fell, nor give him : lend him

you, I will,

or half an hundred years : Summon the Town
Mar. How far off lye thefe armies ?

Me/. Within a mile and half.

Mar.Then mall we hear their larum, and they ours,
low, Mars, I pr'ythee, make us quick in work

;

;hat we with fmoaldng (words may march from hence,
0 help our fielded Friends ! Come, blow thy blaft.

hey found a Parley. Enter two Senators with others
on the Walls,

illus Aufidius, is he within your Walls ?

1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you left than he
[Kit's leffer than a little : hark, our Drums

[Drum a/ar off.
•e bringing forth our Youth : we'll break our Walls,,
Lther than they fhall pound us up : our Gates,
hich yet feem fliut, we have but pinn'd with rulhes;
iey'11 open of themfelves. Hark you, far off

.
[Alarum, /ar off

9

.

iere is Aufidtus. Lift, what work he makes
long yoar cloven army.

0.2 Mar,
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Mar. Oh, they are at it \

Lart. Their noife be our inftru&ion. Ladders, ho!

Enter the Volfcians.

Mar. They fear us not, but ifTue forth their City.

Now put your fhields before your hearts, and fight

With hearts more proof than fnields. Advance, brave

Titus,

They do difdain us much beyond our thoughts ;

Which makes me fweat with wrath. Come on, my
fellows

;

He that retires, I'll take him for a Volfcian,

And he mail feel mine edge.

[Alarum ; the Romans beat back to their Trenches*

Re enter Marcius.

Mar. (4) All the Contagion of the South light on

you,

You fhames of Rome, you ! — herds of boils and plagues

Plainer you o'er, that you may be abhorr'd

Farther than feen, and one infect another

Againft the wind a mile !— you fouls of geefe,

That bear the fhapes of men, how have you run

From Slave?, that apes would beat ? Pluto and Hell

!

All hurt behind, backs red, and faces pale,

With flight, and agued fear ! mend, and charge home,

Or, by the fires ot Heaven, I'll leave the Foe,

And make my wars on you : look to't, come on ;

(4) kAII the Contagion of the South light on You,

You Shames of Rome; you Herds ; of Boils and Plagues

Plaifler you o'er, &cc. ] Thus miferably did the old Edi-

tors give us this Paflagc mangled by bad Pointing; "and

Mi. Pope would not indulge his private Senfe, by any Alteration:

to make it intelligible. The mcaneft Judges of Englift mufti

be aware, that no Member of any Sentence can begin with a

Genitive Cafe, and a preceding Nominative be wanting to go-

vern That and the Verb. Where, therefore, is the Nominative

to, of Boils and Plagues plaijler you ocr? Or what Senfe

or Syntax is there in the Paflage as it here ftands ?

If
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If you'll (land fait, we'll beat them to their wives,

As thej us to our trenches followed.

Another alaru?n> and Marciusfollows them to the gates.

So, now the gates are ope : now prove good feconds ;

'Tis for the followers, fortune widens them ;

Not for the fliers : mark me, and do the like.

[He enters the gates, and is Jhut in,

1 Sol. Fool-hardinefs, not I.

2 Sol. Nor I.

1 Sol. See, they have ftiut him in: [Alarum continues,

AIL To th' pot, I warrant him.

Enter Titus Lartius.'

Lart. What is become of Marcius P

All. Slain, Sir, doubtlefs.

1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels,

With them he enters ; who, upon the fudden,

Clapt to their gates ; he is himfelf alone,

To anfwer all the City.

Lart. Oh, noble fellow !

Who, fenfible, out-does his fenfelefs fword, (5)

And, when it bows, ftands up : thou art lefr, Marcius—-
A carbuncle intire, as big as thou art,

Were not fo rich a jewel. Thou waft a foldier (6)

Even

( 5) Who fcnfibly outdares his fenfelefs Swtrd,

sAnd when it bows, ftands up."]

The fine and eafy Emendation of this PafTage, which I have

inferred in the Text, is owing to the ingenious Dr. Thirlbj.

(6) Thou waft a Soldier

Even to Calvus' Wifh 5 ]

T. Lartius is here fumming up his Friend's Chara&er, as a

Warrior that was terrible in his Strokes, in the Tone of his

Voice, and the Grimnefs of his Countenance. But who was

this Calvus, that wifh'd thefe three Chara&erifticks in a Sol-

dier? I'm afraid, Greek^ and Reman Hiftory will be at a Lofs

to account for tuch a Man and fuch Circumftances join'd to

fignalize him. I formerly amended the Pafiage, and prov'd

that the Poet muft have wrote,

Even to Cato'j Wifh\

0^3 The
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Even to Catd*$ wifli, not fierce and terrible

Only in ftroaks, but with thy grim looks, and
The thunder-like percufiion of thy founds,

Thou mad'ft thine enemies make, as if the world
Were feaverous, and did tremble.

Enter Marcius bleeding, ajfiaulted by the Enemy,

1 Sol. Look, Sir.

Lart. O, 'tis Marcius.

Let's fetch him off, or make remain alike.

[They fight, and all enter the City.

Enter certain Romans with Spoils,

1 Rom. This will I carry to Rome,
2 Rom. And I this.

3 Rom, A murrain on't, I took this for filver.

\_Alarum continues ftill afar off.

Enter Marcius and Titus Lartius, with a Trumpet.

Mar. See here thefe Movers, that do prize their ho-
nours

At a crack'd drachm: culhions, leaden fpoons,

Jrons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would
Bury with thofe that wore them, thefe bafe (laves,

Ere yet the fight be done, pack up ; down with them ;

The Error probably arofc from the Similitude in the Manu-
fcript of to to Iv : and fo this unknown Wight Calvus fprung

up. I come now to the Authorities for my Emendation. Vlu-

tarch, in the Life of Coriolanus, fpeaking of this Hero, fays j

He was a Man (that which Cato reejuir'd in a Warrior) not

only dreadful to meet with in the Fields by reafon of his Hand
and Stroke 5 but infupportable to an Enemy, for the very Tone
etnd Accent of his Voice and the fole Terror of his Afpeft.

This again is confirm'd by the Hiltorian, in the Life of-

Marcus Cato the Cenfor. In Engagements (fays He;) he> would

afe to (hike luftily, with a fierce Countenance flare upon his

Enemies, and with a harih threatning Voice accojl them. Nor.

was he out of his Opinion, whiljl he taught, that fttch rugged

kind of Behaviour fometimts does ftrike the Enemy more than the

pword it felfm
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And hark, what noife the General makes! — to him ;

—
There is the man ofmy foul's hate, dufidius,

Piercing our Romans : then, valiant Titus, take

Convenient numbers to make good the City

;

Whilft I, with thofe that have the fpirit, will hafte

To help Cominius.

Lart. Worthy Sir, thou bleed'!!

;

Thy exercife hath been too violent

For a fecond courfe of fight.

Mar. Sir, praife me not :

My work hath yet not warm'd me. Fare you well

;

The blood, I drop, is rather phyncal

Than dangerous to me.

T' Aufidius thus I will appear, and fight.

Lart. Now the fair Goddefs Fortune

Fall deep in love with thee, and her great charms
Mifguide thy oppofers' fwords ! bold gentleman 1

Prosperity be thy page

!

Mar. Thy friend no lefs,

Than thofe fhe placeth highefl f fo, farewel.

Lart. Thou worthieit Marches,

Go, found thy trumpet in the market-place,

Call thither all the officers o'th' town,
Where they fhall know our mind. Away. [Exeunt,

SCENE changes to the Roman Camp.

Enter Cominius retreating, with Soldiers.

Com. T>Reathe you, my friends ; well fought ; we ar«

JLj come off

Like Romans, neither foolim in our Stands,

Nor cowardly in retire : Believe me, Sirs,

We mail be charg'd again. Whiles we have ftruck,

By interims and conveying gufls, we have heard

The Charges of our friends. The Roman Gods
Lead their fucceffes, as we wifh our own

;

That both our Powers, with fmiling fronts encountringj,

May give you thankful facrifice I Thy news ?

0.4 Entzr
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Enter a Meffenger.

Mef The citizens of Corioli have ilTued,

And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle.

I faw our Party to the trenches driven,

And then I came away.

Cfltf*. Tho' thou fpeak'ft truth,

Methinks, thou fpeak'ft not well. How long is't fince }

Mef. Above an hour, my lord. ~V
Com, 'Tis not a mile : briefly, we heard their drums,

How could ft thou in a mile confound an hour,

And bring the news fo late ?

Mef. Spies of the Volcians

Held me in chafe, that I was forc'd to wheel
Three or four miles about ; elfe had I, Sir,

Half an hour fince brought my report.

Enter Marcius.

Com. Who's yonder,

That does appear as he were flea'd ? O Gods

!

He has the ftamp of Marcius, and I have

Before time feen him thus.

Mar. Come I too late ?

Com. The fliepherd knows not thunder from a tabor,

More than I know the found of Marcius* tongue

From every meaner man.

Mar. Come I too late \

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of others,

But mantled in your own.

Mar. Oh ! let me clip ye (7)

In arms as found, as when I woo'd ; in heart

As merry, as when our nuptial day was done,

(7) Oh ! let me clip ye

In lArms as found, as when I woo*d in heart :

Tjf.Vhirlby advifed the dirTerem Regulation in the Pointing of

this I'afTage; which I have embraced, as I think it much im-

proves theFenfeand Spirit, and conveys too the Poet's Thought,

itaxMarcim was as found in Limb, as when he went a Wooingj

and as merry in Heart, as when going to Bed to his Bride.

And
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And tapers burnt to bedward.

Com. Flower of Warriors,

How is't with Titus Lartius ?

Mar. As with a man bufied about Decrees

;

Condemning fome to death, and Tome to exile,

Ranfoming him, or pitying, threatning th' other ;

Holding Corioli in the name of Rome,

Even like a fawning grey-hound in the learn,

To let him flip aj: will.

Com. Where is that Have,

Which told me, they had beat you to your trenches ?

W7

here is he ? call him hither.

Mar. Let him alone,

He did inform the truth : but for our Gentlemen,
The common file, (a plague ! Tribunes for them !)

The moufe ne'er fhun'd the cat, as they did budge
From rafcals worfe than they.

Com. But how prevail'd you ?

Mar. Will the time ferve to tell ? I do not think—
Where is the enemy ? are you lords o' th' field ?

If not, why ceafe you 'till you arefo ?

Com. Mara'us, we have at difadvantage fought,

And did retire, to win our purpofe.

Mar. How lies their 'battle ? know you on what fide

They have plac'd their men of truft ?

. Com. As I guefs, Marcius,

Their bands i' th' vaward are the Antiates

Of their beft truft : o'er them Aufidius^

Their very heart of hope.

Mar. I do befeech you,

By all the battles wherein we have fought,

By th' blood we'ave (lied together, by the Vows
We'ave made to endure friends, that you dire&ly

Set me againft Aufidius, and his Antiates

;

And that you not delay the prefent, but

Filling the air with fwords advanc'd, and darts,

Wr
e prove this very hour.—

*

Com. Though I could wifh,

You were conducted to a gentle bath,

And balms applied to you, yet dare I never

CL5
,

Deny
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Deny your asking ; take your choice of thofe*

That beft can aid your action.

Mar. Thofe are they,

That moft are willing ; Ifany fuch be here,

(As it were fin to doubt) that love this Painting,

Wherein you fee me fmear'd ; if any fear

Lefs for his perfon than an ill report :

If any think, brave death out-weighs bad life,

And that his Country's dearer than himfeif,

Let him, alone, (or many, if fo minded)
Wave thus, t'exprefs his difpofition,

And follow Marcius.

They allJhout y
and wave their /words, take him up

in their arms, and caft up their caps.

Oh ! me alone, make you a fword of me ;

If thefe mews be not outward, which of you
But is four Voljcians ? none of you, but is

Able to bear againft the great Aufidius

A (hield as hard as his. A certain number
(Tho* thanks to all) mult I felecl from all :

The reft fhall bear the bufinefs in fome other fight,

As caufe will be obey'd ; pleafe you to march,

And four fhall quickly draw out my Command,
Which men are beft inclined.

Com. March on, my fellows :

Make good this oftentation, and you fhall

Divide in all with us. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Corioli.

Titus Lartius having fet a guard upon Corioli, going
with drum and trumpet toward Cominius and Caius

Marcius ; Enter with a lieutenant, other foldiers,

and a fcout.

hart.O O, let the Ports be guarded ; keep your duties,

v3 As I have fet them down. If I do fend,difpatch

Thofe Gentries to our aid ; the reft will ferve

For a fhort holding ; if we lofe the field,

We cannot keep the town.
Lieu. Fear not our care, Sir,

JLart%
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Lart. Hence, and fhut your gates upon's

:

Our guider, come I to th' Roman camp conduct us.

[Exeunt*

SCENE changes to the Roman Camp.

Alarum, as in battle. Enter Marcius and Aufidius, at

federal doors.

ttr.T'LL fight with none but thee, for I do hate thee

X Worfe than a promife- breaker.

Auf. We hate alike :

Not Africk owns a Terpen t I abhor

More than thy Fame, and envy ; fix thy foot.

Mar. Let the firft budger die the other's flave,

And the Gods doom him after !

Auf. If I fly, Marcius,

Halloo me like a Hare.

Mar. Within thefe three hours, Tulfus,

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls,

And made what work I pleased : 'tis not my bloody

Wherein thou fee'ft me mask'd ; for thy revenge,

Wrench up thy power to th' higheft.

Auf. Wert thou the Heclor,

That was the whip of your bragg'd Progeny,

Thou mould'ft not 'fcape me here.

[Here they fizht, and certain Volfcians come to the

aid ofAufidius. Mzrciusfghts, ^till they he driven
in breathlefs.

Officious, and not valiant !— you have fhamM me
In your condemned Seconds.

Flourijb. Alarum. A retreat is founded. Enter at one

door, Cominius with the Romans ; at another door,

Marcius, with his arm in a fcarf.

Com. If I mould tell thee o'er this thy day's work,
Thou'lt not believe thy deeds : but I'll report it,

Where Senators mall mingle tears with fmiles %

Where great Patricians 'mall attend and fhrug;

I* th' end, admire > where ladies fliall be frighted,
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And. gladly quak'd, hear more ; where the dull Tribunes,

That with the fifty Plebeians, hate thine honours,

Shall fay, againft their hearts, — " We thank the God?,
* Cur Rome hath iuch a Soldier !

"—
Yet cam'ft thou to a moriel of this feaft,

Having fully din'd before.

Emter Titus Lartius with his P*wers fivm the

purfuit.

"Lart. O General,

Here is the Seed, we the capariibn :

Had it thou beheld »

—

Mar. Pray now, no more : my Mother,

Who has a charter to extol her b!ocd,

When (he dees praife me, grieves me:
I have done a? you have done ; that's, what I can ;

Induc'd, as \cu have been ; that's for my Country ;

He, that has but crTecled his gcod will,

Hath overta'en mine act.

Com, You (hall not be

The Grave of your deferring: Rome muft know
The value of her own : 'twere a concealment

Wcrfe than a theft, no lefs than a traducement,

To hide your Doings ; and to filence that,

Which, to the ipire and top of praifes vouched,

Would teem but model! : therefore, I beieech you,

In fign of what ycu are, not to reward

What you have done, before our army hear mc.

Mar. I have fome wounds upon me, and they imart

To hear themfelves remembred.
C:m. Should they not,

Well might they feitcr 'gain ft ingratitude,

And tent themfelves with death: Of all the horfes,

Whereofwe have ta'en good, and good ftore, of all

The treaiure in the held atchiev'd, and city,

We render you the tenth, to be ta'en forth,

Before the common diitribution, at

Your only choice.

Alar. 1 thank you, General ;

But
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But cannot make my heart confent to take

A bribe, to pay my ivvord : I do refufe it,

And itand upon my common part with thofe

That have beheld the doing.

[Along flouriflj. "They all cry, Marcius, Marcius f

cafi up their caps and launces : Cominius and
Lartius Jland hare.

Mar. May thefe fame inftruments, which you pro-
fane, (8)

Never found more ! when drums and trumpets ihall

l'th' field prove flatterers, let camps, as cities,

Be made of falfe-fac'd foothing ! When Reel grows
Soft, as the parafite's filk, let Hymns be made
An overture for th' wars ! — No more, I fay ;

For that I have not wafh'd my Nofe that bled,

Or foil'd fome debile wretch, which, without note

Here's many elfe have done; you ihout me forth

Jn acclamations hyperbolical

;

As if I lov'd, my little mould be dieted

In praifes fauc'd with lies.

Com. Too modeft are you :

More cruel to your good report, than grateful

To us, that give you truly : by your patience,

If 'gainft your felf you be incens'd, we'll put you
(Like one that means his proper harm) in manacles

;

Then reafon fafely with you : therefore, be it known,
As to us, to all the world, that Cairn Marcius
Wears this war's garland : in token of the which,

My noble fteed, known to the Camp, I give him,

With all his trim belonging ; and, from this time,

'

(8) May thefe fame inftruments, which you profane.

Never found more : 6cc.

Several fubfequent Verfes in this truly fine PaiTage are dif-

mounted, unnumerous and imperfect: : And the Senfe, 'tis

plain, has been no lefs maim'd than the Numbers. To re-

medy This Part, 1 have had the Afliftance of my ingenious

Friend Mr. Wariurton\ and with the Benefit of his hapoy
Conjectures, which I have inferted in the Text, the Whole, I

hope, is reftoi'd to that Purity, which [was quite loft in the

Corruptions,
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For what he did before Corioli, call him.

With all th' applaufe arid clamour of the Hoft,

Cain: Marcius Coriolanus. Bear th*addition nobly ever.

\ThmriJb. Trumpets found and drum:*
0>r.r.ts. Caius Marcius Coriolanus !

Mar. I will go wafh :

And when my face is fair, you mail perceive

"Whether I birth or no.- Howbeit, I thank you,

I mean to ftride your Steed, and at all time

To undercreft your good Addition,

To th' fairnefs of my Power.

Com. So, to our tent :

Where, ere we do repofe us, we will write

To Rome of our fuccefs : you, Titus Lartiusy

Mult to Corioli back ; fend us to Rome
Tne bell, with whom we may articulate.

Per their own good, and ours.

Lart. I (hall, my lord-.

tr. The Gods begin to mock me :

I, that but now refus'd mod princely gifts,

Am bound to beg of my lord General.

Com. Take't, 'tis yours : what is
r
t ?

Mar. I fometime lay here in Corioli,

At a poor man's houfe : he us*d me kindly.

He cry'd to me : I law him prifoner :

B'Jt then Auf.dius was within my view,

And wrath o'erwhelmM my pity : I requeft you

To give my poor Holt. Freedom.

Com. O'well beggM 1

Were he the butcher of my fon, he mould

Be free as is the wind : deliver him, IttMU

Lart. Marc ius, his name ?

Mar. By Jupiter, forgot :
—

7 am weary ; yea, my memory is tir'd :

Have we no wine here i

Ccm. Go we to our tent ;

The blood upon your vifage dries ; 'tis time

It faould be look'd to : come, [Exeunt.

SCENE
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SCENE changes to the Camp of the Volfci.

A Flourijh. Cornet. Enter Tullus AufiditiS bloodyf
with tnjoo or three foldiers.

Auf 'HT^ H E town is ta'en.

JL Sol. 'Twill be delivered back on good con-
dition.

Auf. Condition !

I would, I were a Roman ; for I cannot,

Being a Volfcian, be that I am. Condition ?

What good condition can a treaty find

iW part that is at mercy ? Five times, Marcius,
I have fought with thee, fo often haft thou beat me

:

And would'ft do fo, I think, mould we encounter
As often as we eat. By th' Elements,

If e'er again I meet him beared to beard,

He's mine, or I am his : mine emulation

Hath not that honour in't, it had ,• for where
I thought to crulh him in an equal force,

True Sword to Sword ; Til potch at him fome way,
Or wrath, or craft may get him.

Sol. He's the Devil.

Auf. Bolder, tho' not fo fubtle : my valour (poifon'd,.

With only fuffering ftain by him) for him
Shall flie out of it felf : not fleep, nor fan&uary,
Being naked, fick, nor fane, nor Capitol,

The prayers ofpriefts, nor times of facriflce,

Embarkments all of fury, (hall lift up
Their rotten privilege and cuftom 'gainft

My hate to Marcius. Where I find him, were it

At home, upon my brother's guard, even there,

Againft the hofpitable Canon, would I

Warn my fierce hand in's heart. Go you to th' city ;.

Learn, how 'tis held ; and what they are, that mult
Be hoftages for Rome.

Sol. Will not you go r

Auf I am attended at the cyprefs grove. I pray yoa,

('Tis South the city-mills.) bring me word thither
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How the world goes, that to the pace of it

I may fpur on my journey.

Sol. I mall, Sir. [Exeunt

ACT II.

SCENE, ROME.
Enter Menenius, with Sicinius and Brutus.

Menenius.
r J

"
1 H E Augur tells me, we lhall have news to

I night.^ Bru. Good or bad ?

Men. Not according to the prayer of the people, for

they love not Marcius.

Sic. Nature teaches Beafts to know their friends.

Men. Pray you, whom does the wolf love ?

Sic. The lamb.

Men. Ay, to devour him, as the hungry Plebeians

would the noble Marcius.

Bru. He's a lamb, indeed, that baes like a bear.

Men. He's a bear, indeed, that lives like a Iamb.

You two are old men, tell me one thing that I mall

ask you.

Both. Well, Sir ; —
Men. In what enormity is Marcius poor, that you two

have not in abundance ?

Bru. He's poor in no one fault, but flor'd with all.

Sic. Efpecially, in pride.

Bru. And topping all others in boafting.

Men. This is ftrange now ; do you two know how
you are cenfur'd here in the city, I mean of us o'th'

right hand file, do you ?

Bru. Why, how are we cenfur'd ?

Men. Becaufe you talk of pride now, will you not

be angry ?

Both. Well, well, Sir, well.

Men.



Coriolanus. 377
Men. Why, 'tis no great matter ; for a very little

rhief of occafion will rob you of a great deal of pa-

tience : give your difpofitions the reins, and be an-

gry at your pleafures ; at the leaft, if you take it as a
pleafure to you, in being fo : you blame Marcius
for being proud.

Bru. We do it not alone, Sir.

Men. I know, you can do very little alone ; for your
helps are many, or elfe your actions would grow won-
drous fingle ; your abilities are too infant-like, for do-

ing much alone. You talk of pride oh, that you
could turn your eyes towards the napes of your necks,

and make but an interior furvey of your good felves

!

Oh, that you could

!

Bru. What then, Sir ?

• Men. Why, then you mould difcover a brace of as

unmeriting, proud, violent, telly magiflrates, alias,

fools, as any in Rome.
Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too.

Men. I am known to be a humorous Patrician, and
one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a drop of al-

laying Tiber m\\ faid to be fomething imperfect, in

favouring the firft complaint ; haity and tinderlike, upon
too trivial motion : one that converfes more with the

buttock of the night, than with the forehead of the

morning. What I think, I utter ; and fpend my ma-
lice in my breath. Meeting two fuch weals-men as you
are, (I cannot call you Lycurguffes) if the drink you
give me touch my palate adverfly, I make a crooked

face at it. I can't fay, your Worfhips have deliver'd

the matter well, when I find the afs in compound with

the major part of your fyllables ; and tho' I muft be

content to bear with thofe, that fay, you are reverend

grave men ; yt: they lye deadly, that tell you, you have
good faces ; if you fee this in the map of my microcofm,

follows it, that I am known well enough too ? (9) what
harm

(9) What harm can your befom ConfpeBuitics glean out of this

Character, &c] If the Editors have form'd any Ccnftiuaicm

to
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harm can your biiTon Confpectuities glean out of this

character, if I be known well enough too ?

Bru. Come, Sir, come, we know you well enough.
Men. You know neither me, your felves, nor any

thing ; you are ambitious for poor knaves' caps and legs

:

you wear out a good wholefome forenoon, in hearing a

Caufe between an orange-wife and a foiTet- feller, and
then adjourn a cpntroverfy of three-pence to a fecond

day of audience. When you are hearing a matter be-

tween party and party, if you chance to be pinch'd

with the chclick, you make faces like mummers, fet up
the bloody flag againlt, all patience, and, in roaring for a

chamber-pot, difmifs the controver fie bleeding, the more
intangled by your hearing : all the peace you make in

their caufe, is calling both the parties knaves. You are

a pair of ftrange ones.

Bru. Come, come, you are well underftood to be a
perfecler gyber for the Table, than a neceffary bencher

in the Capitol.

Men. Our very priefts mull become mockers, if they

mall encounter fuch ridiculous fubjedls as you are; when
you fpeak bell: unto the purpofe, it is not worth the

wagging of your beards ; and your beards deferve not fo

honourable a Grave, as to fluff a botcher's cufhion, or

to themfelves, of this Epithet befom, that can be a propos to

the Senfe of the Context 5 Davus [urn, non Oedipus: it is

too hard a Riddle for Me to expound. Menenius, 'tis plain,

is abufing the Tribunes, and bantering them Ironically. By
Confpecluities he mull mean, their Sagacity, Clearfight ednefs : and
that they may not think he's Complimenting them, he tacks

an Epithet to it, which quite undoes that Character; i. e bif-

fon, blind, blcer-ey'd. Skinner, in his Etymologicon, explains

ihisWord, Cacus -

3 vox agro Lincoln, ufitatifllma. T{ay concurs,

in his North and South Country Words. And our Author gives

us this Term again in his Hamlet, where the Senfe exa&ly coi-

tefponds with this Interpretation.

T{un barefoot up and down, threatning the Flames,

With biflbn \heum.

1. e. blinding. It is fpoken of Hecuba, whofe Eyes o'erflow and

are blinded, both with Tears, and the Rheums of Age.

to



CORIOLANUS, 379
to be intomb'd in an afs's pack-faddle. Yet you mull be
faying, Marcius is proud ; who, in a cheap eftimation,

is worth all your predeceflbrs, fince Deucalion ; though,

peradventure, fome of the beft of them were hereditary

hangmen. Good-e'en to your Worfhips ; more of
your converfation would infedt my brain, being the

herdfmen of the beaflly Plebeians. I will be bold to

take my leave of you.

[ Brutus and Sicinius fiand afide,

As Menenius is going out, Enter Volumnia, Virgilia,

and Valeria.

How now my (as fair as noble) ladies, and the moon,
were me earthly, no nobler ; whither do you follow your
eyes fo faft ?

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius ap-

proaches ; for the love of Juno, let's go.

Men. Ha ! Marcius coming home ?

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius, and with mofl profpe-

rous approbation.

Men. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee—

•

hoo, Marcius coming home I

Both. Nay, 'tis true.

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him, the State hath
another, his wife, another ; and, I think, there's one at

home for you.

Men. I will make my very houfe reel to night : A
letter for me

!

Vir. Yes, certain, there's a letter for you, I faw't.

Men. A letter for me! it gives me an eftate of feven

years' health ; in which time I will make a lip at the

phyfician ; the moll fovereign prefcription in Galen is

but Emperic, and to this prefervative of no better re-

port than a horfe-drench. Is he not wounded ? he was
wont to come home wounded.

Vir. Oh no, no, no.

Vol. Oh, he is wounded, I thank the Gods for't.

Men. So do I too, if he be not too much ; brings a*

victory in his pocket ? the wounds become him.
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Vol. Oil's brows, Menenius\ he comes the third time

home with the oaken garland.

Men. Hath he difciplin'd Aujidius {blindly ?

Vol. 'Titus Lartius writes, they fought together, but

Aufidms got off.

Men. And 'cwas time for him too, I'll warrant him
that : if he had ftaid by him, I would not have been
fo jidius^d for all the chefts in Corioli, and the gold that's

in them. Is the Senate poffeft of this ?

Vol. Good ladies, let's go. Yes, yes, yes : the Senate

has letters from the General, wherein he gives my fon

the whole name of the war : he hath in this action out-

done his former deeds doably.

VaL In troth, there's wondrous things fpoke of

him.
Men. Wondrous! ay, I warrant you, and not with*

out his t#ue purchasing.

Vir. The Gods grant them true !

Vol. True? pow, waw.—

—

Men. True? I'll be fwom, they are true. Where is

he wounded ? God fave your good Worfhips ;
— Marcius

is coming home ; he has more caufe to be proud :

where is he wounded ? [To the Tribunes.

Vol. V th' moulder, and i' th' left arm ; there will be

large cicatrices to lhew the people, when he fhall Hand
for his place. He receiv'd in the repulfe of Tarquin

feven hurts i' th' body. (10)

Men. One Tth' neck, and one too i'ch' thigh ; there's

nine, that I know.

(lo) He receiv'd, in the l{(pulfe of Tarquin, Seven Hurts i'th*

Body.

Men. One ?th* Neck, and two f$h% Thigh: there's Nine, that

J know.} Seven, one, and two, and thefe make but

nine? Surel/, we may fafcly aflift LUnenms in his Arithmc-

tick. This is a ftupid Blunder ; but wherever we can ac-

count by a probable Reafon for the Caufe of it, That di-

ie&s the Emendation. Here it was eafy for a negligent

Tranfcriber to omit the fecond One as a ncedlefs Repetition

of the fiift, and to make a Numeral Word of too.

Mr. Warburton.

Vol.
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Vol. He had, before this laft expedition, twenty five

wounds upon him.

Men. Now 'tis twenty feven ; every gafh was an ene-

my's Grave. Hark, the trumpets.

[ AJhout and flourijb.

Vol. Thefe are the ufhers of Marcius ; before him he
carries noife, and behind him he leaves tears

:

Death, that dark Spirit, in's nervy arm doth lie ;

Which being advane'd, declines, and then men die.

Trumpets found. Enter Cominius the General, and
Titus Lartius ; between them Coriolanus, crown*

d

with an oaken garland, with Captains and foldiers, •

and a herald.

Her. Know, Rome, that all alone Marcius did fight

Within Coriol? gates, where he hath won,
With fame, a name to Casus Marcius.

Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus f

[Sound. Tlourijb,

All. Welcome to Rome, renowned Coriolanus !

Cor. No more of this, it does offend my heart ;

Pray now, no more.

Com. Look, Sir, your mother,

Cor. Oh 1

You have, I know, petition'd all the Gods
For my profperity. [Kneels,

Vol. Nay, my good foldier, up :

My gentle Marcius, worthy Caius, and

By deed-atchieving honour newly nam'd,

What is it, Coriolanus, mult I call thee ?

But oh, thy wife

Cor. My gracious filence, hail

!

Would'fl thou have laugh'd, had I come coffin'd home,
That weep'ft to fee me triumph ? ah, my Dear,

Such eyes the widows in Corioli wear,

And mothers that lack fons.

Men. Now the Gods crown thee !

Cor. And live you yet ? O my fweet Lady, pardon.

[To Valeria.

V?/. I know not where to turn. O welcome home ;

And
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And welcome, General ! y'are welcome all.

Men. A hundred thoufand welcomes : I could weep,
And I could laugh, Fm light and heavy ;— welcome

!

A curfe begin at very root on's heart,

That is not glad to fee thee. «— You are three,

That Rome mould dote on : yet, by the faith of men,
We've fome old crab-trees here at home, that will not

Be grafted to your relifh. Welcome, Warriors

!

We call a nettle, but a nettle ; and
The faults of fools, but folly.

Com. Ever right.

Cor. Meneniusy ever, ever.

Her. Give way there, and go on.

Cor. Your hand, and yours.

Ere in our own houfe I do made my head,

The good Patricians muft be vifited ;

(11) From whom I have receiv'd not only Greetings,

But, with them, Charge of honours.

Vol. I have lived,

To fee inherited my very wifhes,

And buildings of my fancy ; only one thing

Is wanting, which, I doubt not, but our Rome
Will call upon thee.

Cor. Know, good Mother, I

Had rather be their fervant in my way,
Than fway with them in theirs.

Com. On, to the Capitol. \FlouriJb. Cornets.

[Exeunt in State, as before,

Brutus, and Sicinius, comeforward.

Bru. All tongues fpeak of him, and the bleared fights

Are fpettacled to fee him. Your pratling nurfe

Into a rapture lets her Baby cry,

(11) From whom I have received not only Greetings,

But> -with them, Change of Honours.] Change of Ho-
nours is a very poor Expreflion, and communicates but a very

poor Idea. I have venturM to ftibftitute, charge-, i.e. a frefh

Charge or Commiflion. Thefe Words are frequently miftaken

fox each other.

While
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Vhile fhe chats him : the kitchen malkin pins

ier richeft lockram 'bout her reechy neck,

Gambling the walls to eye him; flails, bulks, win*
dows,

kre fmother'd up, leads filTd, and ridges hors'd

Vith variable complexions ; all agreeing

n earneftnefs to fee him : feld-ftiown Flamins

)o prefs among the popular throngs, and puff

To win a vulgar ftation ; our veiPd dames
Commit the war of white and damask, in

Their nicely-gawded cheeks, to th' wanton fpoil

3f Phoebus' burning kiffes ; fuch a pother,

\s if that whatfoever God, who leads him,
Nere flily crept into his human powers,

\nd gave him graceful pofture.

Sic. On the fudden,

[ warrant him Conful.

Bru. Then our Office may,
During his Power, go fleep.

Sic. He cannot temp'rately tranfport his honours,

Prom where he Ihould begin and end, but will

Lofe thofe he hath won.
Bru. In That there's comfort.

Sic. Doubt not,

Fhe Commoners, for whom we ftand, but they,

Upon their ancient malice, will forget,

With the leaft caufe, thefe his new honours ; which
That he will give, make I as little qucftion

As he is proud to do't.

Bru. I heard him fwear,

Were he to ftand for Conful, never would he

Appear i'th' market-place, nor on him put

The naplefs Vefture of Humility ;

Nor mewing, as the manner is, his wounds
To th' people, beg their {linking breaths.

Sic. 'Tis right.

Bru- It was his word : oh, he would mifs it, rather

Than carry it, but by the fuit o'th' Gentry,
And the defire oW Nobles.

Sic. I wilh no better,

Than



5S4 CORIOLANUS,
Than have him hold that purpofe, and to put it

In execution,

Bru. 'Tis mod like, he will.

Sic. It lhall be to him then, as our good wills,

A fure deftruction.

Bru. So it muft fall out

To him, or our authorities. For an end,

We muft fuggeft the people, in what hatred

He ftill hath held them ; that to's power he would
Have made them mules, filenc'd their Pleaders, and
Difproperty'd their freedoms : holding them,
In human action and capacity,

Of no more foul nor fltnefs for the world,

Than camels in their war ; who have their provender

Only for bearing burthens, and fore blows
For finking under them.

Sic. (iz) This, as you fay, fuggefted

At fome time, when his foaring infolence

Shall reach the people, (which time fhall not want,
If he be put upon't ; and that's as eafy,

As to fet dogs on Iheep) will be the fire

To kindle their dry Hubble ; and their blaze

Shall darken him for ever.

(12) This, as you fay, fuggefted

*At fome time, when his foaring Infolence

Shall reach the People, &c] As Nominatives aie fome-

times wanting to the Veib, fo, on the ether hand, as This
FaiTage has been all along pointed, we have a Redundance:
There is, befides, one Word ftill in this Sentence, which,
notwithftanding the Concurrence of the printed Copies, I

fufpett to have admitted a fmall Corruption. Why Ihould

it be imputed as a Crime to Coriolanus, that he was prompt
to teach the People? Or how was it any foaring Infolence in

a Patrician to attempt this ? The Poet muft certainty have
wrote,

-When his foart tig Infolence

Shall reach the People j

i. e. When it fhall extend to impeach the Conduft, or touch
the Character, of the People.

Enter
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Enter a Mejfenger.

Bru. What's the matter ?

Me/. You 1

re fent for to the Capitol : 'tis thought,
That Marcius mall be Conful : I have feen
The dumb men throng to fee him, and the blind
To hear him fpeak ; the Matrons flung their gloves,
Ladies and Maids their fcarfs and handkerchiefs,
Upon him as he pafs'd ; the Nobles bended,
As to Jove's Statue ; and the Commons made
A mower and thunder with their caps and fliouts

:

I never faw the like.

- Bru, Let's to the Capitol,
And carry with us ears and eyes for th' time,
But hearts for the event.

Sic. Have with you. [Exeunt,

S CENE changes to the Capitol.

Enter two Officers, to lay cufbions.

1 °ff^ 0 M E
> come

> tHey are almoft here ; how
V> many ftand for Confulmips?-

2 Off. Three, they fay 5 but 'tis thought of every
Dne, Goriolanns will carry it.

1 Off. That's a brave Fellow, but he's vengeance
proud, and loves not the common People.

2 Off. 'Faith, there have been many great Men that
lave flatter'd the People, who ne'er lov'd them ; and
.here be many that they have loved, they know not
therefore ; fo that, if they love they know not why,
hey hate upon no better a ground. Therefore, for Cc-
-io/anus'neither to care whether they love, or hate him,
nanifeits the true knowledge he has in their difpofi'
ion, and out of his noble carelefTnefs lets them plainly
"ee't. ^ y

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their love or
10, he wav'd indifferently 'twixt doing them neither
rood,^ nor harm: but he feeks their hate with greater
levotion than they can render it him ; and leaves nothing
Vol. VI. a undone

*
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undone, that may fully difcover him their oppofite.

Now to feem to afFedl the malice and difpleafure of the

People, is as bad as That, which he diflikes, to flatter

them for their love.

1 Off. He hath deferved worthily of his Country :

and his afcent is not by fuch eafy degrees as thofe, who
have been fupple and courteous to the People; bon-

netted, without any further deed to heave them at all

into their erlimation and report : but he hath fo plant-

ed his honours in their eyes, and his actions in their

hearts, that for their tongues to be filent, and not

confefs fo much, were a kind of ingrateful injury ; to

report otherwife, were a malice, that, giving it felf the

lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke from evVy ear that

heard it.

1 Off. No more of him, he is a worthy Man : make
way, they are coming.

Enter the Patricians, and the Tribunes of the People%
Litlors before them ; Coriolanus, Menenius, Comi-
riius the Conful : Sicinius and Erutus take their places

by themfel<ves.

Men. Having determin'd of the V?/fcians, and

To lend for Titus Lartius, it remains,

As the main point of this our after-meeting,

To gratify his noble fervice, that

Hath thus flood for his Country. Therefore, pleafoj

you,

Moll reverend and grave Elders, to defire

The prefent Conful, and laft General,

In our well-found fucceffes, to report

A little of that worthy Work perform'd

By Caius Marcius Coriolanus ; whom
We met here, both to thank, and to remember

With honours like himfeif.

1 Sen. Speak, good Coininius :

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think,

Rather our State's defective for requital,

Than we to ftretch it out. Mallei s o'th
1
People,

We do requelt your kindeft ear ; and, after,

You
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Your loving motion toward the common Body,
To yield what paffes here.

Sic. We are convented

Upon a pleafing Treaty ; and have hearts

Inclinable to honour and advance

The Theam of our Affembly.

Bru. Which the rather

We mail be bleft to do, if he remember
A kinder value of the People, than

He hath hitherto priz'd them at.

Men. That's off, that's off:

I would, you rather had been filent : pleafe you
To hear Cominius fpeak ?

Bru. Moft willingly :

But yet my caution was more pertinent,

Than the rebuke you give it.

Men. He loves your People,

But tye him not to be their bed-fellow :

Worthy Cominius, fpeak.

[Coriolanus rifes, and offers to go away.
Nay, keep your place.

1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never lhame to hear

What you have nobly done.

Cor. Your Honours' pardon :

I had rather have my wounds to heal again,

Than hear fay* how I got them.

Bru. Sir, I hope,

My words dif-bench'd you not ?

Cor. No, Sir ; yet oft,

When blows have made me flay, I fled from words.

You footh not, therefore hurt not : but your people^

I love them as they weigh.—
Men. Pray now, fit down.
Cor. I had rather have one fcratch my head i' th*

Sun,

When the Alarum were ftruck, than idly fit

To hear my Nothings monfter'd. [Exit Coriolanus.

Men. Mailers of the People,

Your multiplying fpawn how can he flatter,

That's thoufand to one good one ? when you fee,

R z He
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He had rather venture all his limbs for honour,"
Than one of's ears to hear't. Proceed, Co?ninius.

Com. I fhall lack voice : the Deeds of Coriolanus

Should not be utter'd feebly. Jt is held,

That valour is the chiefeft virtue, and
Molt dignifies the Haver : if it be,

The Man, I fpeak of, cannot in the world
Be fmgiy counter-pois'd. At fixteen years,

When clarquin made a head for Rome, he fought
Beyond the mark of others : our then Diclator,

Whom with all praife I point at, favv him fight,

When with his Amazonian chin he drove

The briflled lips before him : he beftrid

An o'er-preft Reman, and i'th' Conful's view
Slew, three Oppofers : *Tarquii?% felf he met,

And (truck him on his knee : in that day's feats,

When he might adt the Woman in the Scene,

He prov'd th' beft Man i'th' field, and for his meed
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil-age

Man-entred thus, he waxed like a Sea ;

And, in the brunt of feventeen battles fince,

He lurcht all {"words o'th' garland. For this laft,

Before and in Corioli, let me fay,

I cannot fpeak him heme : he ftopt the fliers,

And by his rare example made the coward
Turn terror into fport. As waves before

A veffel under fail, fo Men obeyed,

And fell below his ilern : his iword, (death's ftamp)

Where it did mark, it took from face to foot :

He was a thing of blood, whofe every motion

Was tim'd with dying cries : alone he entered

The mortal Gate o'th' City, which he painted

With fhunlefs delliny : aidlefs came off,

And with a fudden re enforcement [Truck

Corioli, like a planet. Nor all's this;

For by and by the din of war 'gan pierce

His ready fenfe, when ftraight his doubled fpirit

Reuuicken'd what in fkfh was fatigate,

And to the battle cT.me he ; where he did

Run reeking o'er the lives of men, a* if

Twerc
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'Tvvere a perpetual fpoil ; and 'till we call'd

Both Field and City ours, he never Hood
To eafe his bread with panting.

Men. Worthy Man !

1 Sen. He cannot but with meafure fit the Honours^
Which we devife him.

Com. Our fpoils he kick'd at,

And look'd upon things precious, as they were
The common muck o'th' world : he covets lefs

Than Mifery itfelf would give, rewards

His deeds with doing them, and is content

To fpend his time to end it.

Men. He's right noble,

Let him be called for.

Sen. Call Coriolanus.

Off. He doth appear.

Enter Coriolanus,

Men. The Senate, Coriolanus, arc well pleas'd

To make thee Conful.

Cor. I do owe them ftill

My life, and fervices.

Men. It then remains

That you do fpeak to th' People.

Cor. I befeech you,

Let me o'er-leap that Cuftom ; for I cannot

Put on the Gown, ftand naked, and entreat them,
For my wounds* fake, to give their fuffrages :

Pleafe you, that I may pafs this doing.

Sic. Sir, the People muft have their voices,

Nor will they bate one jot of ceremony.

Men. Put them not to't : pray, fit you to the Cu»
Horn,

And take t'ye, as your Predeceffors have,

Your Honour with your form.

Cor. It is a Part

That I fliall blufh in atting, and might well

Be taken from the People.

Bru. Mark you That ?

Cor. To brag unto them, thus I did,— and thus,—
R 3 Shew
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Shew them th' unaking fears, which I would hide,
As if I had receiv'd them for the hire

Of their breath only

Men. Do not ftand upon't :

We recommend fye, Tribunes of the People,

Our purpofe to them, and to our noble Conful
Wilh we all joy and honour.

Sen. To Coriolanus c6me all joy and honour !

\¥lourifi Cornets. Then Exeunt,

Manent Sicinius and Brutus.

Brn. You fee, how he intends to ufe the People.

Sic. May they perceive' s intent ! he will require
them,

As if he did contemn what he requeued

Should be in them to give.

Bru. (13) Come, we'll inform them
Of our proceedings here : on th

1 market place,

I know, they do attend us. [Exeunt*

SCENE changes to the Forum.

Enter fe<ven or eight Citizens.

1 C/V./^\NCE, if he do require our voices, we ought

\J not to deny him.

2 Cit. We may, Sir, if we will.

3 Cit. We have Power in our felves to do it, but it

is a Power that we have no Power to do ; for if he

ihew us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we are to

put our tongues into thofe wounds, and fpeak for them :

(13) Come, we'll inform them

Of our Proceedings here on th* Market place,

2 know they do attend us. ] But the Tribunes were not

now on the Market-place, but in the Capitol. The Pointing on-

ly wants to be re&ified, and we ftall know what this Magiftrate

would fay, viz.. Come, I know, the People attend us in the

Forum-, we'll go and inform them what Proceedings have been

here in the Senate.

(o,
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fo, if he tells us, his noble deeds, we muft alfo tell him
our noble acceptance of them. Ingratitude is mon-
ftrous ; and for the multitude to be ingrateful, were to

make a monfter of the multitude ; of the which, we
being Members, mould bring cur felves to be monftrous

Members.
1 Cit. And to make us no better thought of, a little

help will ferve: for once, when We flood up about the

Corn, he himfelf ituck not to call us the many-headed
multitude.

3 Cit. We have been calPd fo of many ; not that our

heads are fome brown, fome black, fome auburn, fome
bald ; but that our wits are fo diverfly coloured ; and tru-

ly, I think, if all our wits were to hTue out of one fcull,

they would fly Eaft, Weft, North, South ; and their

confent of one dirett way would be at once to all Points

o'th' Compafs.

2 Cit. Think you fo ? which way, do you judge, my
wit would fly ?

3 Cit. Nay, your wit will not fo foon out as ano-

1
ther man's will, 'tis ftrongly wedg'd up in a block-

i head : but if it were at liberty, 'twould, fare, fouth-~

ward.
2 Cit. Why that way ?

3 Cit. To lofe it felf in a fog ; where being three parts

melted away with rotten dews, the fourth would return

for confcience fake, to help to get thee a Wife.

2 Cit. You are never without your tricks— you may,
you may ——

—

3 Cit. Are you all refolved to give your voices? but

that's no matter, the greater part carries it. I fay, if he
would incline to the People, there was never a worthier

Man.

Enter Coriolanus in a Gown, with Menenius.

i

Here he comes, and in the Gown of Humility ; mark
his behaviour : we are not to flay all together, but to

>. come by him where he ftands, by one's, by two's, and
by three's. He's to make his requefts by particulars,

wherein every one of us has a Angle honour, in giving

R 4 him
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him our own voices with our own tongues : there-

fore follow me, and I'll diredl you how you mail go by
him.

JII. Content, content.

Men. Oh, Sir, you are not right ; have you not

known,
The worthieU Men have done't ?

Cor. What mull I fay ?

J pray, Sir, — plague upon't, I cannot bring

My tongue to fuch a pace ! Look, Sir, — my wounds <—

—

I get them in my Country's fervice, when
Some certain of your Brethren roar'd, and ran

Prom noife of our own drums.

Men. Oh me, the Gods !

You muft net fpeak of that ; you muft defire them
To think upon you.

Cor. Think upon me? hang 'em.

I would, they would forget me, like the Virtues

Which our Divines lefe by 'em.

Men. You'll mar all.

I'll leave you : pray you, fpeak to 'em, I pray you,

In wholfome manner. [Exit.

Citizens approach.

Cor. Bid them warn their faces,

And keep their teeth clean.— So, here comes a brace:

You know the caufe, Sirs, of my {landing here.

1 Cit. We do, Sir ; tell us what hath brought you
to't.

Cor. Mine own defert.

2 Cit. Your own defert ?

Cor. Ay, not mine own defire.

i Cit. How ! not your own defire ?

Cor. No, Sir, 'twas never my defire yet to trouble

the Poor with begging.

i Cit. You mull: think, if we give you any thing, we
hope to gain by you.

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price o'th' Conful-
fhip ?

i Cit. The price is, to ask it kindly.

C*r.
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Cor. Kindly, Sir, I pray, let me ha't : I have wounds

to mew you, which mall be yours in private : your
good voice, Sir ; what fay you ?

2 Cit. You mail ha't, worthy Sir.

Cor. A match, Sir; there's in all two worthy voices

begg'd : I have your alms, adieu.

1 Cit But this is fomething odd.

2 Cit. An 'twere to give again :— but 'tis no matter.

[Exeunt*

Tw9 other Citizens.

Cor. Pray you now, if it may (land with the tune of

your voices, that I may be Conful, I have here the cu-

flomary Gown.
i Cit. You have deferved nobly of your Country*

and you have not deferved nobly.

Cor. Your senigma.

1 Cit. You have been a fcourge to her enemies ; you
have been a rod to her friends ; you have not, indeed*

loved the common People.

Cor. You mould account me the more virtuous, that

I have not been common in my love ; I will, Sir, flat*

ter my fworn Brother, the People, to earn a dearer

eftimation of them ; 'tis a condition they account gen-

tle : and fince the wifdom of their choice is rather to

have my cap than my heart, I will pra&ife the inlinua-

ting nod, and be off to them moll counterfeit^ : that is*

Sir, I will counterfeit the bewitchment of fome popular

Man, and give it bountifully to the Defirers : therefore*

befeech you, I may be Conful.

2 Cit. We hope to find you our Friend ; and there-

fore give you our voices heartily.

i Git. You have received many wounds for your
Country.

Cor. I will not feal your knowledge with mewing
them. I will make much of your voices, and fo trou-

ble you no further.

Both. The Gods give you joy, Sir, heartily ?

[ Exeunt*

R S Cw,
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Cor. Moft fweet voices —

Better it is to die, better to ftarve,

Than crave the hire, which firft we do deferve.

Why in this woolvifh Gown mould I ftand here,

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear,

Their needlefs Voucher ? Cuftom calls me to't—
What Cuftom wills in all things, mould we do't,

The dull on antique time would lie unfwept,

And mountainous error be too highly heapt,

For truth to o'er-peer. Rather than fool it fo,

Let the high Office and the Honour go
To one that would do thus.——I am half through

;

The one part fufFer'd, the other will I do.

Three Citizens more.

Here come more voices.

Your voices for your voices I have fought,

Watch'd for your voices ; for your voices, bear

Of wounds two dozen and odd : battels thrice fix

Pve feen, and heard of : for your voices, have
Done many things, fome lefs, fome more : your

voices :

Indeed, I would be Conful.

1 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go without
any honeft man's voice.

2 Cit. Therefore let him be Conful, the Gods give

him joy, and make him a good friend to the People.

AIL Amen, amen. God fave thee, noble Conful.

{Exeunt,

Cor. Worthy voices

!

Enter Menenius, moiih Brutus and Sicinius.

Men. You've Hood your limitation: and the Tri-

bunes

Endue you with the people's voice. Remains,
That in th' official marks invciled, you
Anon do meet the Senate.

Cor. Is this done ?

Sic. The Cuftom of Requeft you have difcharg'd

:

The
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The people do admit you, and are fummon'd

To meet anon, upon your approbation.

Cor. Where ? at the Senate-houfe ?

Sic. There, Coriolanus.

Cor. May I change thefe garments ?

Sic. Ycu may, Sir.
• r \c

Cor. That Til ftraight do : and, knowing my felt

again,

Repair to th' Senate-houfe.

Men. I'll keep you company. Will you along ?

Bru. We flay here for the people.

tie. Fare you well. [Exeunt Coriol. and Men,

He has it now, and by his looks, methinks,

'Tis warm at's heart.

Bru. With a proud heart he wore

His humble Weeds : will you difmifs the people >

Enter Plebeians.

Sic. How now, my mailers, have you chofe this

man ?

1 Cit. He has our voices, Sir.

Bru. We pray the Gods, he may deferve your

loves

!

2 Cit. Amen, Sir : to my poor unworthy notice,

He mock'd us, when he begg'd our voices.

3 Cit. Certainly, he flouted us down-right.

1 Cit. No, 'tis his land of fpeech, he did not mock

us.

2 Cit. Not one amongft us, fave your felf, but

fays,

He us'd us fcornfully : he mould have fhew'd us

His marks of merit, wounds received for's Country.

Sic. Why, fo he did, I am fure.

AIL No, no man faw 'em.

3 Cit. He faid, he'd wounds, which he could (hew

in private

;

(And with his cap, thus waving it in fcorn,

rl would be Conful, fays he: aged Cuftom,

But by your voices, will not fo permit me

;

Your voices therefore ; when we granted that*
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Here was I thank you for your voices—— thank

you «-

Your molt fweet voices now you have left your
voices,

I have nothing farther with you. Wa'n't this mockery ?

Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to fee't ?

Or, feeing it, of fuch childifh friendlinefs

To yield your voices f

Bru. Could you not have told him,

As you were leffon'd ; when he had no Power,

But was a petty fervant to the State,

He was your enemy ; ftill fpake againft

Your liberties, and charters that you bear

Pth' body of the weal : and now arriving

At place of potency, and fway o'th' State,

If he mould ftill malignantly remain

Faft foe to the Plebeians, your voices might

Be curfes to your felves. You mould have faid,

That as his worthy deeds did claim no lefs

Than what he flood for ; fo his gracious Nature
Would think upon you for your voices, and

Tranllate his malice tow'rds you into love,

Standing your friendly lord

.

Sic. Thus to have faid,

As you were fore-advis'd, had touch'd his fpirit,

And try'd his inclination ; from him pluckt

^Either his gracious promife, which you might,

As caufe had call'd you up, have held him to ;

Or elfe it would have galPd his furly nature ;

Which eafily endures not article,

Tying him to aught ; fo, putting him to rage,

You mould have ta'en th' advantage of his choler,

And pafs'd him uneledled.

Bru. Did you perceive,

He did follicit you in free contempt,

When he did need your loves ? and do you think,

That his contempt mall not be bruifing to you,

When he hath power to crufli ? why, had your bo-

dies

.'No heart among ycu ? or had you tcngue>, to cry

Againft
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Againft the re&orfhip of judgment ?

Sic. Have you,

Ere now, deny'd the asker ? and, now again

On him that did not ask, but mock, bellow

Your fu'd-for tongues ?

3 Cit. He's not confirmed, we may deny him yet/

2 Cit. And will deny him :

I'll have five hundred voices of that found.

i Cit. I, twice five hundred, and their friends to

piece 'em.

Bru. Get you hence inftantly, and tell thofe friends,

They've chofe a Conful that will from them take

Their Liberties ; make them of no more voice

Than dogs that are as often beat for barking,

As therefore kept to do fo.

Sic. Let them affemble ;

And on a fafer Judgment all revoke

Your ignorant election : enforce his Pride,

And his old hate to you : befides, forget not,

With what contempt he wore the humble Weed ;

How in his fuit he fcorn'd you : but your loves,

Thinking upon his fervices, took from you
The apprehenfion of his prefent portance ;

Which gibingly, ungravely, he did fafhion

After th' inveterate hate he bears to you.

Bru. Nay, lay a fault on us, your Tribunes, that

We labour'd (no impediment between)

But that you muft caft your election on him.

Sic. Say, you chofe him, more after our command-
ment,

Than guided by your own afFe&ions

;

And that your minds, pre occupied with what
You rather muft do, than what you mould do,

Made you againft the grain to voice him Conful.

Lay the fault on us.

Bru. Ay, fpare us not: fay, we read lectures te

you,

How youngly he began to ferve his Country,

How long continued ; and what ftock he fprings of,

The noble Houfe of Marcius , from whence came
That
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That Ancus Marctus, Numas daughter's fon,

Who, after great Hojlilius, here was King :

Of the fame houfe Publius and £)uintus were,

That our beft water brought by conduits hither.

And Cenforinus, darling of the people,

(And nobly nam'd fo for twice being Cenfor)

Was his great Anceftor.

Sic. One thus defcended,

That hath befide well in his perfon wrought
To be fet high in place, we did commend
To your remembrances ; but you have found,

Scaling his prefent Bearing with his paft,

That he's your fixed enemy, and revoke

Your fudden approbation.

Bru. Say, you ne'er had don't,

(Harp on that ftill) but by our putting on ;

And prefently, when you have drawn your number,

Repair to th' Capitol.

All. We will fo ; almoft all repent in their eleftion.

[Exeunt Plebeian s>

Bru. Let them go on :

This mutiny were better put in hazard,

Than ftay paft doubt for greater

:

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage

With their refufal, both obferve and anfwer
The vantage of his anger.

tie. To th' Capitol, come

;

We will be there before the flream o'th* people :

And this fhall feem, as partly 'tis, their own,
Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt,

ACT
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ACT III.

S C E N E, a pubtick Street in Rome.

Cornets. Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius*
Titus Lartius, and other Senators.

CORIOLANU3.
TUllus Aujidius then had made new head ?

hart. He had, my Lord ; and that it was, which
caus'd

Our fwifter compofition.

Cor. So then the Volfcians fland but as at firft,

Ready, when time fhall prompt them, to make road
Upon's again.

Com. They're worn, Lord Conful, fo,

That we fhall hardly in our ages fee

Their Banners wave again.

Cor. Saw you Aufidtus ?

hart. On fafe-guard he came to me, and did curfc

Againft the Volfcians, for they had fo vilely

Yielded the Town ; he is retir'd to Antium.

Cor. Spoke he of me ?

Lart. He did, my Lord.

Cor. How?—what ? »

Lart. How often he had met you, fword to fword;
That of all things upon the earth he hated

Your perfon moft : that he would pawn his fortunes

To hopelefs reftitution, fo he might
Be call'd your vanquifher.

Cor. At Antium lives he ?

Lart. At Antium.

Cor, I wifh, I had a caufe to feek him there i

To oppoft his hatred fully,—Welcome home.
[To LartiusJ

Enter
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Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Behold ! thefe are the Tribunes of the people,

The tongues o'th' common mouth : I do defpife them;
For they do prank them in authority

Again ft all noble fufferance.

Sic. Pafs no further.

Cor. Hah ! . what is that f

Bru. It will be dangerous to go on— no further.

Cor. What makes this change ?

Men. The matter?

Com. Hath he not pafs'd the Nobles and the Com-
mons ?

Bru. Cominius, no.

Cor. Have I had children*' voices ?

Sen. Tribunes, give way; he mail to th* market
place.

Bru. The people are incens'd againft him.
Sic. Stop,

Or all will fall in broil. „

Cor. Are thefe your herd ?

Muft thefe have voices, that can yield them now,
And ftraight difclaim their tongues? what are your

offices ?

You being their mouths, why rule you not their teeth ?

Have you not fet them on ?

Men. Be calm, be calm.

Cor. It is a purpos'd thing, and grows by plot,

To curb the will of the Nobility :

SurTer't, and live with fuch as cannot rule,

Nor ever will be ruPd.

Bru. Call't not a plot

;

The people cry, you mock'd them; and, of late,

When corn was given them gratis, you repin'd

;

Scandal'd the fuppliants for the people ; call'd them
Time- plea fers, flatterers, foes to Noblenefs.

Cor. Why, this was known before.

Bru. Not to them all.

Cor. Have you informM them fince?

Bru. How ! I inform them

!

Cor*
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Cor. You are like to do fuch bufinefs.

Bru. Not unlike, each way, to better yours.

Cor. Why then Ihould I be Conful ? by yond clouds,

Let me deferve To ill as you, and make me
Your Fellow-Tribune.

Sic . You (hew too much of That,

For which the people ftir ; if you will pafs

To where you're bound, you mull enquire your way
Which you are out of, with a gentler fpirit

;

Or never be fo noble as a Conful,

Nor yoke with him for Tribune.

Men. Let's be calm.

Com. The people are abus'd. Set on -this

paltring (14)

Becomes not Rome : nor has Coriolanus

Deferv'd this fo difhonour'd Rub, laid falfly

I' th' plain way of his merit.

Cor. Tell me of corn !

This was my fpeech, and I will fpeak't again m
Men. Not now, not now.
Sen. Not in this heat, Sir, now.
Cor. Now as I live, I will——

*

As for my nobler friends, I crave their pardons:

But for the mutable rank-fcented Many,
Let them regard me, as I do not flatter,

And there behold themfelves : I fay again,

In foothing them, we nourifh 'gainil our Senate

The cockle of rebellion, infolence, fedition,

Which we our felves have plovv'd for, fow'd and fcat-

ter'd,

By mingling them with us, the honour'd number :

Who lack not Virtue, no, nor Power, but that

(14) The People are abta'd, fet on-, ] This is pointed, as if

the Senfe wete, the People are fet on by the Tribunes: but I

don't take That to be the Poet's Meaning. Cominius makes a
(ingle Reflexion, and then bids the Train fet forward, as again

afterwards 5

Well, On to th* Market flace%

And fo in Julius Cafar j

Set on, and leave no Ctremwy w,t*

Which
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Which we have given to beggars.

Men. Well, no more
Sen. No more words, we befeech you
Cor. How !

1 no more !

As for my Country I have fhed my blood,

Not fearing outward force ; fo mall my lungs

Coin words 'till their decay, againft thofe meafles,

Which we difdain mould tetter us, yet feek

The very way to catch them.

Bru. You fpeak o'th* people, as you were a God
To punifh, not a man of their infirmity.

Sic. 'Twere well, we let the people know't.

Men. What, what ! his choler ?

Cor. Choler ! were I as patient as the midnight fleep

By Jo<ve 9 'twould be my mind.
Sic. It is a mind

That mail remain a poifon where it Js>

Not poifon any further.

Cor. Shall remain ?

Hear you this Triton of the mfnnows ? mark you
His abfolute Jball?

Com. 'Twas from the canon.

Cor. Shall! -
O good, but moft unwife Patricians, why,
You grave, but wreaklefs Senators, have you thus

Given Hydra here to chufe an officer,

That with his peremptory Jball9 being but

The horn and noife cW monfters, wants not fpirit

To fay, he'll turn your current in a ditch,

And make your channel his? If he have power,

Then vail your ignorance ; If none, awake
Your dangerous lenity : if you are learned,

Be not as common fools ; if you are not,

Let them have cufhions by you. You're Plebeians,

If they be Senators ; and they are no lefs,

When, both your voices blended, the great' ft tafte

Mod palates theirs. They chufe their magiftrate!

And fucti a one as he, who puts his Jball,

His popular Jhall, againft a graver Bench
Than ever frown'd. in Greece! By Jove himfclf,
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It makes the Confuls bafe; and my foul akes

To know, when two authorities are up,

Neither fupream, how foon Confulion

May enter 'twixt the gap of Both, and take

The one by th' other.

Com. Well On to th' market-place.

Cor. Who ever gave that counfel, to give forth

The corn o' th' ftore-houfe, gratis, as 'twas us'd

Sometime in Greece

Men. Well, well, no more of that.

Cor. Though there the People had more abfolufce

Power

:

I fay, they nouriih'd difobedience, fed

The ruin of the State.

Bru. Why fhall the people give

One, that fpeaks thus, their voice ?

Cor. I'll give my reafons,

More worthy than their voice. They know, the corn

Was not our recompence ; retting affur'd,

They ne'er did fervice for't ; being preft to th* war,

Even when the navel of the State was touch'd,

They would not thread the gates : this kind of fervice

Did not deferve corn gratis : Being i'th' war,

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they ihew'd

Molt valour, fpoke not for them. Th' accufation,

Which they have often made againft the Senate,

All caufe unborn, could never be the native

Of our fo frank donation. Well, what then ?

How fhall this Bofom-multiplied digeft

The Senate's courtefie ? let deeds exprefs,

What's like to be their words

—

" We did requeft it—

—

c< We are the greater poll, and in true fear

" They gave us our demands. " Thus we debafc

The nature of our Seats, and make the rabble

Call our cares, fears ; which will in time break ope
The locks o' th' Senate, and bring in the crows
To peck the eagles. — -
Men. Come, enough.

Bru. Enough, with over meafure.

Cor. No, take more.
What
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What may be fworn by, both divine and human,
Seal what I end withal*! This double worihip,
Where one part does difdain with caufe, the other
Infult without all reafon ; where gentry, title, wifdom
Cannot conclude but by the yea and no ,

Of gen'ral ignorance, it mull omit
Real neceflities, and give way the while
T' unliable flightnefs ; purpoie fo barr'd, it follows,

Nothing is done to purpofe. Therefore, befeech you,
(You that will be lefs fearful than difcreet,

That love the fundamental part of State

More than you doubt the change oft ; that prefer

A noble life before a long, and wifh
To vamp a body with a dangerous phyfick,
That's fure of death without ;) at once pluck out
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick

The fweet which is their poifon. Your diftionour

Mangles true judgment, and bereaves the State

Of that integrity which Ihould become it

:

Net having power to do the good it would,
For th* ill which doth controul it.

Bru. H'as faid enough.
Sic. H'as fpoken like a traitor, and mall anfwer

As traitors do.

Cor. Thou wretch ! Defpight o'rwhelm thee !—

—

What mould the people do with thefe bald Tribunes ?

On whom depending, their obedience fails

To th' greater bench. In a Rebellion,

When what's not meet, but what mult be, was law>

Then were they chofen ; in a better hour,

Let what is meet, be laid, it mult be meet.

And throw their Power i'th' duft.

Bru. Manifeft treafon

Sic. This a Conful ? no.

Bru. The jEdiles, ho ! let him be apprehended.

[iEdiles Enter,

Sic. Go, call the people, in whofe name my felf

Attach thee as a traiterous innovator

:

A foe to th' publickweal. Obey, I charge thee,

And follow to thine anfwer : [Laying bold on Coriolanus,

Cor<
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Cor. Hence, old goat

!

All. We'll furety him.

Com. Ag'd Sir, hands off.

Cor. Hence, rotten thing, or I (hall make thy bones

}ut of thy garments.

Sic. Help me, citizens.

Enter a Rabble of Plebeians, with the iEdiles.

Men. On both fides, more refpedt.

Sic. Here's he, that would take from you all your
power.

Bru. Seize him, AEdiles.

All. Down with him, down with him !

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons

!

[They all bujlle about Coriolanus.

IVibunes, Patricians, Citizens what ho [—

-

Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolanns, citizens !

All. Peace, peace, peace, flay, hold, peace !

Men, What is about to be ?— I am out of breath ;

Confufion's near, I cannot fpeak. —You Tribunes,

Coriolanus, patience ; fpeak, Sicinius.

Sic. Hear me, people peace.

All. Let's hear our Tribune ; peace ; fpeak, fpeak,

fpeak.

Sic. You are at point to lofe your liberties :

Marcius would have all from you : Marcius9

Whom late you nam'd for Conful.

Men. Fie, fie, fie.

This is the way to kindle, not to quench.

Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all flat.

Sic. What is the city, but the people?

All. True, the people are the city.

Bru. By the confent of all, we were eftablilh'd

The people's magiitrates.

All. You fo remain.

Men. And fo are like to do.

Cor. That is the way to lay the city flat ;

To bring the roof to the foundation,

And bury all, which yet diftin&ly ranges,

In heaps and piles of ruin.

Ski
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Sic. This deferves death.

Bru. Or let us ftand to our Authority,

Or let us lofe it ; we do here pronounce,

Upon the part o'th' people, in whofe power
We were ele&ed theirs, Marcins is worthy
Of prefent death.

Sic. Therefore lay hold on him

;

Bear him to th
1
rock Tarpeian, and from thence

Into deftru&ion call him.

Bru. JEdiles, feize him.

All Pie. Yield, Marcius, yield.

Men. Hear me one word ; 'befeech you, Tribunes,

hear me but a word —
JEdiles. Peace, peace.

Men. Be that you feem, truly your Country's friends,

And temp'rately proceed to what you would
Thus violently redrefs.

Bru Sir, thofe cold ways,

That feem like prudent helps, are very poifonous,

Where the difeafe is violent. Lay hands on him,

And bear him to the Rock. [Cor. draws bis Sword.

Cor. No ; I'll dye here.

There's fome among you have beheld me righting,

Come, try upon your felves, what you have feen me.

Men. Down with that fvvord ; Tribunes, withdraw a
while.

Bru. Lay hands upon him.

Men. Help Marcius , help— you that be noble, help

him young and old.

AIL Down with him, down with him. [Exeunt.

\Jn this mutiny, the Tribunes, the -<Ediles, and
the people are beat in.'

Men. Go, get you to your houfe ; be gone, away,
All will be naught elfe.

2 Sen. Get you gone.

Com. Stand fart, we have as many friends as ene-

mies.

Men. Shall it be put to That ?

Sen. The Gods forbid !

I pr'ythce, noble friend, home to thy houfe,

Leave
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Leave us to cure this caufe.

Men. For 'tis a fore,

You cannot tent your felf ; begone, 'befeech you,'

Com. Come, Sir, along with us.

Men. I would, they were Barbarians, (as they are,

Though in Rome litter'd > ) not Romans : (as they arc

not,

Though calved in the porch o'th' Capitol : )

Begone, put not your worthy rage into your tongue,

One time will owe another.

Cor. On fair ground I could beat forty of them.

Men. I could my felf take up a brace 'oth' beft of
them ; yea, the two Tribunes.

Com. But now 'tis odds beyond arithmetick -:

And manhood is call'd fool'ry, when it Hands

Againft a falling fabrick. Will you hence,

Before the tag return, whofe rage doth rend

Like interrupted waters, and o'erbear

What they are us'd to bear.

Men. Pray you, be gone :

1

1*11 try, if my old wit be in requeft,

With thofe that have but little ; this muft be patent

With cloth of any colour.

Com. Come, away. [Exeunt Coriolanus andComvrihis*

m
1 Sen. This man has marr'd his fortune.

Men. His nature is too noble for the world :

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident,

Or Jove for's power to thunder : his heart's his mouth :

I

What his breall forges, that his tongue muft vent;J

And, being angry, does forget that ever

He heard the name of death. [J noife within*
Here's goodly work.

2 Sen. I would, they v/ere a-bed.

Men. I would, they were in Tyber. What, the ven-
geance,

Could he not fpeak 'em fair ?

Enter Brutus and Sicinius, with the rabble again,

Sic. Where is this viper,

That would depopulate the city, and

B«
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Be every man himfelf ?

Men. You worthy Tribunes—
Sic. He fhall be thrown down the Tarpeian Rock

With rigorous hands ; he hath refilled Law,
And therefore Law fhall fcorn him further trial

Than the feverity of publick Power, ^
Which he fo fets at nought.

i Cit. He mall well know, the noble Tribunes arc

The people's mouths, and we their hands.

All. He mall, be fure on't.

Men, Sir, Sir,

Sic. Peace.

Men. Do not cry havock, where you lhould but hunt

With modeft warrant.

Sic. Sir, how comes it, you
Have holp to make this refcue ?

Men. Hear me fpeak ;

As I do know the ConfuPs worthinefs,

So can I name his faults

Sic. Conful ! what Conful

Men. The Conful Coriolanus.

Bru. He Conful !

All. No, no, no, no, no.

Men. If by the Tribunes' leave, and yours,good people,

I may be heard, I'd crave a word or two ;

The which fhall turn you to no further harm,
Than fo much lofs of time.

Sic. Speak briefly then,

For we are peremptory to difpatch

This viperous traitor ; to cjeft him hence, (15)
Were but our danger ; and to keep him here,

Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed,

£15) To eject him hence

Were but one danger , and to keep him here

Our certain Death-,] This Reading, which has ob-

tained in the printed Copies, deftioys that Climax which evi-

dently feems defign'd here, and thereby flattens the Sentiment.

In my Opinion, the Tribune would fay, " To banifh him, will

M be hazardous to Us j to let him remain at home, our ccr-

" tain Deftru&ion.

He
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He dies to night.

Men. Now the good Gods forbid,
That our renowned Rome, whofe gratitude
Tow'rds her deferving children is enroll'd
In Jove's own book, like an unnatural dam
Should now eat up her own ?

Sic. He's a difeafe that muft be cut away.
Men. Oh, hejs a limb, that has but a difeafe •

Mortal, to cut it off ; to cure it, eafie.
What has he done to Rome, that's worthy death >

Killing our enemies, the blood he hath loft
(Which I dare vouch, is more than That he hath
By many an ounce) he dropt it for his Country

'

And what is left, to lofe it by his Country,
Were to us all that do't, and fuffer it,

A brand to th' end o'th' world.
Sic. This is clean kamme.
Bru. MeerJy awry : when he did love his Country,

It honour d him. J

Men. The fervice of the foot
Being once gangreen'd, it is not then refpe&ed
For what before it was - .

Bru. We'll hear no more.
Purfue him to his houfe, and pluck him thence ;
Left his mfeftion, being of catching nature,
Spread further.

Men. One word more, one word :

rhis tiger-footed rage, when it fhall find
Hie harm of unskann'd fwiftnefs, will (too late)
rye leaden pounds to's heels. Proceed by procefs,
-.eft Parties (as he is belov'd) break out,
\nd fack great Rome with Romans.
Bru. If 'twere fo

Sic. What do ye talk ?

lave we not had a tafte of his obedience,
Dur jEdiles fmote, our felves refilled ? come-
j

Men. Confider this ? he hath been bred i'th' wars
lince he could draw a fword, and is ill-fchooPd
n boulted language ; meal and bran together
le throws without diftinition. Give me leave,
Vol. VI. S P

!
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I'll go to him, and undertake to bring him
Where he lhall anfwer by a lawful form,
In peace, to his utmoft peril.

I Sen. Noble Tribunes,

It is the humane way : the other courfe

Will prove too bloody, and the end of it

Unknown to the beginning

.

Sic, Noble Menenius,

Be you then as the people's officer.

Matters, lay down your weapons.

Bru. Go not home.
Sic. Meet on theforum i we'll attend you there,

Where, if you bring not Marcius, we'll proceed

In our firft way.

Men. I'll bring him to you.

Let me defire your company ; he mull come,

Or what is worft will follow.

i Sen. Pray, let's to him. [Exeunt.

SCENE changes to Coriolanus'j Houfe.

Enter Coriolanus, with Nobles.

Cor. T E T them pull all about mine ears, prefent me
I j Death on the wheel, or at wild horfes' heels,

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian Rock,
That the precipitation might down flretch

Below the beam of light, yet will I Hill

Be thus to them.

Enter Volumnia.

''NobI. You do the nobler.

Cor. I mufe, my mother

I)oes not approve me further, who was wont
To call them woollen vaffals, things created

To buy and fell with groats ; to fhew bare heads

In congregation?, yawn, be Rill, and wonder,

When one but of my Ordinance Hoed up
To fpeak of Peace or War ; (1 talk of you)

Why did you wifli me milder ? wou'd you have me
Falfe to my nature ? rather lay, I play

The
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The man I am.

Vol. Oh, Sir, Sir, Sir,

I would have had you put your Power well on,
Before you had worn it out.

Cor. Let it go.

Vol. You might have been enough the man you are,

With ftriving lefs to be fo. Letter had been (16)
The Thwartings of your difpofitions, if

You had not fhew'd them how you were difpos'd

Ere they lack'd power to crofs you.
Cor. Let them hang.

Vol. Ay, and burn too.

Enter Menenius, with the Senators.

Men. Come, come, you've been too rough, fome-
thing too rough :

You mult return, and mend it.

Sen. There's no remedy,

Unlefs, by not fo doing, our good City

Cleave in the midft, and perifh .

Vol. Pray, be counfeird ;

I have a heart as little apt as yours,

But yet a brain that leads my ufe of anger

To better vantage.

Men. Well faid, noble woman

:

(17) Before he fliould thus Hoop to th' Herd, but that

The

(16) Lejfer had been

The ^Things that thwart your Difpofitions,]

The old Copies exhibit it,

The Things of your Difpofitions

A few Letters teplac'd, that by fome Carclefsnefs drop'd out,

xeftore us the Poet's genuine Reading j

The Thwartings of your Difpofitions.

(17) Before he thus fijould ftoop te th* Heart, ] But how
did Coriolanus ftoop to his Heart? he rather, as we vulgarly

exprefs it, made his proud Heart ftoop to the Neceflity of the

Times. I am perfuaded. my Emendation gives the true Plead-

ing. So, before, in this Play 5

*Arc thtft jwr Herd?

S z Sq,
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The violent fit o'th' times craves it as phyiick

For the whole State, I'd put mine armour on,

Which I can fcarcely bear.

Cor. What muft I do ?

Men. Return to th' Tribunes.

Cor. Well, what then ? what then ?

Men. Repent what you have fpoke.

Cor. For them ? — I cannot do it for the Gods,

Mull I then do't to them ?

Vol. You are too abfolute,

Tho1
therein you can never be too noble,

But when Extremities fpeak. IVe heard you fay,

Honour and policy, like unfever'd Friends,

I'th' war do grow together : grant That, and tell me
In peace,What each of them by th' other lofes,

That they combine not there ?

Cor. Turn, turn

Men. A good demand.

Vol. If it be honour in your wars, to feem

The fame you are not, which for your beft ends

You call your policy : how is't lefs, or worfe,

That it (hall hold companionfhip in peace

With Honour, as in War ; fince that to both

It Hands in like requeft ?

Cor. Why force you this ?

Vol. Becaufe it lies on you to fpeak to th' People

:

Not by your own iiiftrudlion, nor by th' matter

Which your heart prompts you to, but with fuch wodrs

But roated in your tongue ; baftards, and fyllables

Of no allowance, to your bofom's truth.

Now, this no more difhonours you at all,

Than to take in a Town with gentle words,

Which elfe wrou!d put you to your fortune, and

The hazard of much blood.

I would diiTemble with my nature, where

My fortunes, and my friends, at itake requir'd,

So, in Julins Cxfnr ;

When he p^neiv^d, the common Herd vjm «l<id he refund the

Crown, tkc.

And in many othcx Pafftges,

I mould
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I fhould do fo in honour. (18) I am in this

Your Wife, your Son, thefe Senators, the Nobles.—
And you will rather fhew our general lovvts

How you can frown, than fpend a fawn upon 'em,
For the inheritance of their loves, and fafeguard
Of what that Want might ruin !

Men. Noble Lady !

Come, go with us, fpeak fair : you may falve fo

Not what is dangerous prefent, but the lofs

Of what is paft.

Vol. I pr'ythee now, my Son,

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy hand,
And thus far having ftretch'd it (here be with them)
Thy knee buffing the ftones ; (for in fuch bufinefs

Action is eloquence, and the eyes of th* ignorant
More learned than the ears ;) (19) waving thy head,

(18) I'm in this

Tour Wife, your Son : the Senators the Nobles,

*And TouT &c] The Pointing of the printed Copies
makes ftark Nonfenfe of this Paflage. Volumnia is perfinding
Coriolanus that he ought to flatter the People, as the general
Fortune was at Stake } and fays, that, in this Advice, She fpeaks
as his Wife, as his Son 5 as the Senate, and Body of the Pa-,
tiicians 5 who were in fome Meafure link'd to his Condutt.

Ml. Warburton*
(ip) — " waving thy Head,

Which often, thus, correclingthy flout Heart.] But do any
of the Ancient, or Modern Matters of Elocution prefcribe the
waving the Heady when they treat ofA&ion? Or how does
the waving the Head correft the Stoutnefs of the Heart,
or evidence Humility ? Or laftly, where is the Senfe or Gram-
mar of thefe Words, Which often thus. Sec 2 Thefe Queftions
are fufficient to fhew the abfurd Corruption of thefe Lines. I
would read therefore

5

1 waving thy Hand,
Which foften thus, corretling thy (lout Heart;

This is a very proper Precept of A&ion fuiting the Occ^en 5

Wave thy Hand, fays She, and foften the A&ion of it thus,—— then {hike upon thy Breaft, and by that \>U>n fhew
he People thou haft cone&ed thy flout Heart. All here is

fine and proper. Mt.Warbu'tw;
• S 3 Which
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Which foften, thus, correcting thy flout heart,

Nqw humble as the ripeft Mulberry,

That will not hold the handling : or fay to them,
Thou art their Soldier, and, being bred in broils,

Haft not the foft way, which thou dofl confefs

Were fit for thee to ufe, as they to claim,

In asking their good loves ; but thou wilt frame
Thy felf (forfooth) hereafter theirs fo far,

As thou haft power and perfon.

Men. This but done,

Ev'n as fhe fpeaks, why, all their hearts were yours

:

For they have pardons, being ask'd, as fret,

As words to little purpofe.

Vol. Pr'ythee now,
Goandberurd: aliho', I know, thou'dft rather

Follow thine enemy in a fiery Gulf
Than flatter him in a bower.

Enter Cominius.

Here is Cominius.

Com. I've beeni'th
1
Market-place, and, Sir, 'tis^

You have ftrong Party, or defend your felf

By calmnefs, or by abfence: all's in anger.

Men. Only, fair fpeech.

Com. I think, 'twill ferve, if he

Can thereto frame his fpirit.

Vol. He mufl and will :

Pr'ythee now, fay you will, and go about it.

Cor. Mufl I go (hew them my unbarbed fconce ?

Mufl my bafe tongue give to my noble heart

A lie, that it mufl bear ? well, I will do't :

(20) Yet were there but this fingle Plot tolofe,

This

(20) Tet ivere there but this /ingle Plot, to Ufe

This Mould of Marcius, ] The Pointing of all the

Imprcfiions fhews, the Editors did not undcrftand thisPalTage.

What Plot is this, they are dreaming of, to lofe the Mould of
Marcius ? — - But Plot and Mould are but one and the fame Thing

;

and mean no more than the Flefli and Subftance of Maraus's

Body, " Were there no other Conferences annex'd, fays

« He,
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This mould of Marcius> they to duft fhould grind it,

And throw' t again il the wind. To th' Market-place !

You've pat me now to fuch a Part, which never

I (hall difcharge to th' life.

Com. Come, come, we'll prompt you.

Vol. Ay, pr'ythee now, fweet Son ; as thou haft faid,

My praifes made thee firft a Soldier, fo,

To have my praife for this, perform a Part

Thou haft not done before.

Cor. Well, I muft do't

:

Away, my Difpohtion, and pofTefs me
Some Harlot's fpirit ! my throat of war be turn'd,

Which quired with my drum, into a pipe

Small as an Eunuch, or the Virgin's voice

That Babies lulls aileep ! the fmiles of Knaves
Tent in my cheeks, and fchool-boys' tears take up
The glaffes of my fight ! a Beggar's tongue

Make motion through my lips, and my arm'd knees,

Which bow'd but in my flirrup, bend like his

That hath receiv'd an alms !
—— I will not do't,—

•

Left I furceafe to honour mine own truth,

And, by my body's adlion, teach my mind,
A moft inherent bafenefs.

Vol. At thy choice then

:

To beg of thee, it is my more difhonour,

Than thou of them. Come all to ruin, let

Thy Mother rather feel thy pride, than fear

Thy dangerous ftcutnefs : for I mock at Death
With as big heart as thou. Do, as thou lift :

Thy valiantnefs was mine, thou fuck'dft it from me :

Bat own thy pride thy felf.

Cor. Pray, be content :

Mother, I'm going to the Market-place :

Chide me no more. I'll mountebank their loves,

Cog their hearts from them, and come home belovM

Of all the Trades in Rome. Look, I am going ;

Commend me to my Wife. I'll return Conful,

" He, than the Deftruftioa of my Body, they fhould grind it

" to Powder, fyc*

S 4 Or
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Or never trull to what my tongue can do
IW way of flattery further.

• Vol. Do your will. [Exit Volumnia *

Com. Away, the Tribunes do attend you : arm
Your felf to aniwer mildly : for they're prepar'd
With accufations, as I hear, more ftrong

Than are upon you yet.

Cor. The word is, mildly,— Pray you, let us go.
Let them accufe me by invention ; I

Will anfwer in mine honour.

Men* Ay, but mildly.

Cor. Well, mildly be it then, mildly. —— [Exeunt*

SCENE changes to the Forum.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

Bru. T N this point charge him home, that he affefts

JL Tyrannic Power : if he evade us there,

Inforce him with his envy to the People,

And that the Spoil, got on the Antiates,

Was ne'er diftributed. What, will he come ?

Enter an iEdile.

JEd. He's coming.
Bru. How accompanied ?

jEd. With old Menenius y and thofe Senators

That always favour'd him.

Sic* Have you a catalogue

Of all the voices that we have procur'd,

Set down by th' poll ?

JEd. I have ; 'tis ready, here.

Sic* Have you collected them by Tribes ?

jEd. I have.

Sic* Aflemble prefently the People hither,

And, when they hear me fay, It mail be fo,

I'th' right and ftrength o'th' Commons ; (be it either

For Death, for Fine, or Banifhment,) then let them,

If J fay Fine, cry Fine ; if Death, cry Death ;

Infilling on the old Prerogative

And
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And Power i'th' truth o'th' Caufe.

JEd. I will inform them.

Bru. And when fuch time they have begun to cry,

Let them not ceafe, but with a Din confus'd

Inforce the prefent execution

Of what we chance to fentence.

jEd. Very well.

Sic. Make them be ftrong and ready for this hint,

When we mall hap to give't them.

Bru. Go about it. [Exit JEdilc^

Put him to choler ftreight ; he hath been us'd

Ever to conquer, and to have his word
Of contradiction. Being once chaft, he cannot

Be rein'd again to temp'rance ; then he fpeaks

What's in his heart ; and That is there, which looks

With us to break his neck.

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius and Cominius with others^

Sic. Well, here he comes.

Men. Calmly, Idobefeech you.

Cor. Ay, as an hoftler, that for the pooreft piece

Will bear the Knave by th' volume : The honoured

Gods
Keep Rome in Safety, and the Chairs of Juftice

Supply with worthy men, (21) plant love amongft you P

Throng our large Temples with the mews of peace,

And not our itreets with war !

1 Sen. Amen, amen !

Men. A noble wifh.

(21)
1 plant Love among Tou

Through our Urge Temples with the Shews of Peace?

sAnd not our Streets vjith War. ] Though this be the

Reading of all the Copies, it is flat Nonfenfe. There is no
Verb either expreft, or underftood. that can govern the latter

Part of the Sentence. I have no Doubt of my Emendation
reftoring the Text rightly, becaufe Mr. Warburton flatted the

fame Conje&me, unknowing that I had meddled with the Pal*

rage,

S 5 Eniev
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Enter the iEdile with the Plebeians.

Sic. Draw near, ye People.

jEd. Lift
. to your Tribunes : audience ;

Peace, I fay.

Cor. Firft, hear me fpeak.

Both Tri. Well, fay : peace, ho.

Cor. Shall I be charged no farther than this prefent ?

Muft all determine here ?

Sic. I do demand,
If you fubmit you to the People's voices,

Allow their Officers, and are content

To fuffer lawful Cenfure for fuch faults

As mall be prov'd upon you ?

Cor. I am content.

Men. Lo, Citizens, he fays, he is content :

The warlike fervice he has done, confider ;

Think on the wounds his body bears, which Ihew
Like Graves i'th' holy Church-yard.

Csr. Scratches with briars, fears to move Laughter
only.

Men. Confider further :

That when he fpeaks not like a Citizen,

You find him like a Soldier; (22) do not take

His rougher accents for malicious founds :

But, as I fay, fuch as become a Soldier.

Rather than envy, you
Com. Well, well, no more.

Cor. What is the matter,

That being pad for Conful with full voice,

I'm fo difhonourd, that the very hour

(22) 1 — 1 d$ not takje

His rougher Aftions for malicious Sounds : ] 1 have no
manner of Apprehenfion how a Man's ^Iftions can be miftaken

for XV«rds. It would be very abfurd, as well as extraordinary,

were 1 to do a fa»cy Thing in Company, for the Peil'on of-

fended to tell me, Sir, you give me very impudent Language. "

This would be, certainly, taking *Attions for Sounds: We
may remember, a t^mghmfi of Accent was one of Coriolanus's

diftinguirtiing Chaiattexiftkks.

You
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You take it off again ?

Sic. Anfwer to us.

Cor. Say then : 'tis true, ' I flight fo.

Sic. We charge you, that you have contrived to take

From Rome all feafon'd Office, and to wind
Your felf unto a Power tyrannical;

For which you are a traitor to the People.

Cor. How ? Traitor ?—
Men. Nay, temperately : your promife.

Cor. The fires i* th' loweft hell fold in the peopk i

Call me their traitor ! thou injurious Tribune !

Within thine eyes fate twenty thoufand deaths,

In thy hands clutch'd as many millions, in

Thy lying tongue both numbers ; I would fay,

Thou lieft, unto thee, with a voice as free,

As I do pray the Gods.

Sic. Mark you this, people ?

AIL To th' Rock with him.

Sic. Peace

:

We need not lay new matter to his charge :

What you have feen him do, and heard him fpeak,

Beating your Officers, curling your felves,

Oppofmg laws with ftroaks, and here defying

Thole whofe great Power mull try him, even this

So criminal, and in fuch capital kind,

Deferves th* extreameft death.

Bru. But fince he hath

Serv'd well for Rome —
Cor. What do you prate of fervice I

Bru. I talk of That, that know it.

Cor. You ?

Men. Is this the promife that you made your Mother ?

G?tt?.~Know, I pray you —
Cor. I'll know no farther :

Let them pronounce the fteep Tarpeian death,

Vagabond exile, fleaing, pent to linger

But with a grain a-day, I would not buy
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ;

Nor check my courage for what they can give^

To hav't with faying, good morrow*
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Sic. For that he has

(As much as in him lyec
) from time to time

Envy'd againft the people ; feeking means
To pluck away their Power ; as now at la ft

Giv'n hollile ftroaks, and that not in the prefence

Of dreaded juftice, but on the Minifters

That do diftribute it ; in the Name o'th' People,

And in the Power of us the Tribunes, we
(Ev'n from this inftant) banifti him our City ;

In peril of precipitation

From off the Rock Tarpeia?t, never more
To enter our Rome's Gates. I'th' People's Name,
I fay, it mall be fo.

AIL It (hall be fo, it mall be fo ; let him away :

He's banim'd, and it Ihall be fo.

Com. Hear me, my Mailers, and my common Friends—
Sic. He's fenrenc'd : no more hearing.

Com. Let me fpeak :

(23) I have beenConful, and can fhew for Rome
Her Enemies' Marks upon me. I do love

,
My Country's Good, with a refpeft more tender,

More holy, and profound, than mine own life,

My dear wife's eftimate, her womb's increafe,

And treafure of my loins : then if I would
Speak that

Sic. We know your drift. Speak what ?

Bru. There's no more to be faid, but he is banilVd

As enemy to the People and his Country.

It (hall be fo.

(23) 1 have been Conful, andean /hew from Rome
Her Enemies Markj upon me. ] How, from K^mc ? Did He

receive hoftile Marks from his own Country? No fuch

thing: He receiv'd them in the Service of Rome. So, twice in

the Beginning of next A&, it is faid of Coriolanusi

Ha4j} Jhon Foxfiip

To banip) him^ that ftrac\ more Blows for Rome,
Than Than haft fpokjn Words ?

And again j

Good Man / the Wounds that he does bear for, Rome !

All
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1

All. It (hall be fo, it fliall be fo.

Cor. You common cry of curs, whofe breath I hate^
As reek o'th' rotten fenns ; whofe loves I prize,

As the dead carkaffes of unburied men,
That do corrupt my air : I banifh you :

And here remain with your uncertainty;

Let every feeble rumour make your hearts

;

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes,

Fan you into defpair : have the power ftill

To banifti your Defenders, 'till at length,

Your ignorance (which finds not, 'till it feels i

Making but refervation of your felves

Still your own enemies) deliver you,

As moft abated captives, to fome nation

That won you without blows ! Defpifmg then,

For you, the City, thus I turn my back :

There is a world elfewhere—•

[Exeunt Coriolanus, Cominius, and othersl
[The people Jhout, and throw up their caps*

AEd. The people's enemy is gone, is gone

!

AIL Our enemy is banim'd ; he is gone ! Hoo ! hoo !

Sic, Go fee him out at gates, and follow him
As he hath follovv'd you ; with all defpight

Give him deferv'd vexation. Let a guard
Attend us through the City.

AIL Come, come ; let us fee him out at the gates

;

come.

The Gods preferve our noble Tribunes I ——— come.

Exeunt*

A C T
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ACT IV.

SCENE, before the Gates of Rome.

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, Virgilia, Menenius,

Cominius, with the young Nobility of Rome.

CORIOLANUS.

COme, leave your tears : a brief farewel : the beaft

With many heads butts me away. Nay, mother,
Where is your ancient Courage ? you were us'd

To fay, Extremity was the trier of fpirits,

That common chances common men could bear ;

That, when the Sea was calm, all boats alike

Shew'd mafterlhip in floating. Fortune's blows,

W7
hen molt ftruck home, being gently warded, craves

A noble cunning. You were us'd to load me
With precepts, that would make invincible

The heart that conn'd them.

Fir. Oh heav'ns ! O heav'ns !

Cor. Nay, I pr'ythee, woman
Vol. Now the red peftilence Itrike all trades in Rome,

And occupations perilh!

Cor. WT

hat ! what ! what

!

I fnall be lov'd, when I am lack'd. Nay, mother,

Refume that fpirit, when you were wont to fay,

If you had been the wife of Hercules,

Six of his labours you'd have done, and fav'd

Your husband fo much fweat. Cominius,

Droop not ; adieu : farewel, my wife ! my mother f

I'll do well yet. Thou old and true Menenius,

Thy tears are falter than a younger man's,

And venomous to thine eyes. My fometime General,

J've feen thee ftern, and thou haft oft beheld

Heart-hardning fpeclacles. Tell thefe fad women,
I 'is fond to wail inevitable ftroaks,

As
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As 'tis to laugh at'em. Mother, you wot,

Hy hazards itill have been your folace ; aad
Believe't not lightly, (cho* I go alone,

Like to a lonely dragon, thatj his fen

Makes fear'd, and talk'd of more than feen
: ) your Son

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught

With cautelous baits and practice.

Vol. My firft Son,

Where will you go ? take good Cominius

With thee a while ; determine on fome courfe,

More than a wild expofure to each chance,

That Harts i' th' way before thee.

Cor. G the Gods \

Com. I'll follow thee a month, devife with thee
Where thou malt reft, that thou may'ft hear of u$>

And we of thee. So, if the time thruft forth

A Caufe for thy Repeal, we lhall not fend

O'er the vaft world, to feek a iingle man i

And lofe advantage, which doth ever cool

Tth' abfence of the needer.

Cor. Fare ye well

:

Thou'it years upon thee, and thou art too full

Of the war's furfeits, to go rove with one
That's yet unbruis'd ; bring me but out at gate.

Come, my fweet wife, my deareft mother, and
My friends of noble touch : when I am forth,

Bid me farewel, and fmile. I pray you, come.
While I remain above the ground, you fhall

Hear from me ftill, and never of me aught
But what is like me formerly.

Men. That's worthily

As any ear can hear. Come, let's not weep.
If I could make off but one feven years

From thefe old arms and legs, by the good Gods,
I'd with thee every foot.

Cor. Give me thy hand. [Exeunt]

Enter Sicinius and Brutus, tvili the JEdik.

Sic, Bid them all home, he's gone ; and we'll no f«r-
sfaer.

Vex'd

V
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Vcx'd are the Nobles, who, we fee, have fided
In his behalf.

Bru. Now we have fhewn our Power,
Let us feem humbler after it is done,
Than when it was a doing.

Sic. Bid them home

;

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they
Stand in their ancient ftrength.

Bru. Difmifs them home.
Here comes his Mother.

Enter Volumnia, Virgilia, and Menenius^

Sic. Let's not meet her.

Bru. Why ?

Sic. They fay, me's mad.
Bru. They have ta'en note of us : keep on your way;
Vol. Oh, y'are well met :

The hoorded plague o'th' Gods requite your love !

Men. Peace, peace; be not fo loud.

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you Ihould hear
Nay, and you fhall hear fome. Will you be gone ?

Virg. You fhall ftay too :— I would, I had the power
To fay fo to my Husband.

Sic. Are you mankind ?

Vol. Ay, fool : is that a fliame ? note but this fool,

Was not a Man my Father ? hadft thou foxfhip

To banim him that ftruck more blows for Rome,
Than thou haft fpoken words

Sic. Oh bleffcd heav'ns !

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wife words,
And for Rome's good— I'll tell thee what — yet go-
Nay, but thou fhalt ftay too I would, my fon

Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him.
His good fword in his hand.

Sic. What then ?

Virg. What then ? he'd make an end of thy Po-
fterity.

Vol. Baftards, and all.

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome !

Men. Come, come, peace.

Sic;
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Sic. I would, he had continued to his Country
As he began, and not unknit himfelf

The noble knot he made.
Bru. I would, he had.

Vol. I would, he had !— 'twas you incens'd the rabble %

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth,

As I can of thofe myfteries which Heav'n
Will not have Earth to know.

Bru. Pray, let us* go.

Vol. Now, pray, Sir, get you gone.

You've done a brave deed : ere you go, hear this:

As far as doth the Capitol exceed

The meaneft houfe in Rome ; fo far my Son,

This Lady's Husband here, this, (do you fee)

Whom you have banifiVd, does exceed you all.

Bru. Well, well, well leave you.

Sic. Why ftay you to be baited

With one that wants her wits ? [Exe. Tribunes*

Vol. Take my prayers with you.

I wifh, the Gods had nothing elfe to do,
But to confirm my curfes ! Could I meet 'em
But once a-day, it would unclog my heart

Of what lyes heavy to't.

Men. You've told them home,
And, by my troth, have caufe : you'll fup with me ?

Vol. Anger's my meat, I fup upon my felf,

And fo lhall ftarve with feeding : come, let's go,

Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do,

In anger, Juno like : come, come, fie, fie I \Exeunt>

SCENE changes to Antium.

Enter a Roman and a Volfcian.

Rom.'T Know you well, Sir, and you know me ; your

X name, I think, is Adrian.

Vol. It is fo, Sir : truly, I have forgot you.

Rom. I am a Roman, but my fervices are as you are^

againft 'em. Know you me yet ?

Vol. Nicanor? no.

Rom,
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Rom. The fame, Sir.

Vol. You had more beard when I laft favv you, but
your favour is well appear'd by your tongue. What's
the news in Rome ? I have a Note from the Volfcian

State to find you out there. You have well fav'd me a

day's journey.

Rom. There hath been in Rome ftrange infurre&i-

ons : the People againft the Senators, Patricians, and
Nobles.

Vol. Hath been! is it ended then ? our State thinks

not fo : they are in a moil warlike preparation, and
hope to come upon them in the heat of their divifion.

Rom. The main blaze of it is pari, but a fmall thing

would make it flame again. For the Nobles receive fo

to heart the Banimment of that worthy Coriolanus y that

they are in a ripe aptnefs to take all power from the

People, and to pluck from them their Tribunes for ever.

This lies glowing, lean tell you; and is almoft mature
for the violent breaking out.

Vol. Coriolanns banim'd ?

Rom, Banim'd, Sir.

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence,

TJicanor.

Rom. The day ferves well for them now. I have

heard it faid, the fitted time to corrupt a man's Wife,

is when Ihe's fallen out with her husband. Your noble

*Tullus Aufidius will appear well in thefe wars, his great

Oppofcr Coriolanus being now in no requeft of his

Country.

Vol. He cannot chufe. I am moll fortunate, thus ac-
' ciden tally to encounter you. You have ended my bud-

nefs, and I will merrily accompany you home.

Rom, I lhall between this and ("upper tell you mod
ftrange things from Rome; all tending to the good of

their Adverfaries. Have you an army ready, fay you ? -

Vol. A moft royal one. The Centurions and their

Charges diftinttly billetted, already in the entertainment,

and to be on foot at an hour's warning.

Rom. I am joyful to hear of their readinefs, and am
the man, I think, that (hall fet them in prefent action.

So;
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So, Sir, heartily well met, and mofl glad of your com-
pany.

Vol, You take my Part from me, Sir, I have the moll

caule to be glad of yours.

Rom, Well, let us go together. [Exeunt,

Enter Coriolanus in mean Apparel
y difguifd and

muffled.

Cor, A goodly City is this Antium. City,

*Tis I, that made thy widows : Many an heir

Of thefe fair edifices for my wars

Have I heard groan, and drop : then know Me not,

Left that thy Wives with fpits, and boys with itones,

In puny battle flay me. Save you, Sir.

Enter a Citizen,

Cit, And you.

Cor, Dired me, if it be your will, where great Aufi»
dius lies :

Is he in Antium ?
Cit, He is, and. fefb the Nobles of the Stale, at hJ$

houfe this night.

Cor, Which is his houfe, I befeech you ?

Cit, This, here, before you.

Cor, Thank you, Sir : Farevvel. [Exit Citizen*

Oh, world, thy flippery turns ! friends now faft-fworn3
Whcfe double boforns feem to wear one heart,

Whofe hours, whofe bed, whofe meal and exercife

Are ftili together, who twine (as 'twere) in love

Unfeparable, fhall within this hour,

On a diffenfion of a doit, break out
To bittereft enmity. So fellelt foes,

Whofe paftions and whofe plots have broke their fleep

To take the one the other, by fome chance,

Some trick not worth an egg, {hall grow dear friends,

And inter-join their iffues. So, with me ; -—

—

My birth-place have I and my lovers left ;

This enemy's Town I'll enter ; if he flay me,
He does fair juiiice ; if he give me way,
1*11 do his Country fervice, [Exit„

SCENE



4*8 Co R I O L A N U S,

SCENE changes to a Hall in AufidiusV

Houfe.

Muftck plays. Enter a Serving-man.

1 ^r
'\A/ I

T
N

1

E '

1

wine
'
wine what fervice is here |T T 1 tnink, our fellows are afleep. [Exit..

Enter another Serving-man.
^zjer. Where's Cotus ? my Matter calls for him :

Enter Coriolanus.

a^itf17 h° ê; thC feaft fmeIIs well
> 1appear not like a gudl.

Enter thefirft Serving-man.

you? here s no place for you: pray, go to the door.

ConWanl
haVedeferv>d no better entertainment, in being

'° anus%
[Afide*

Enter fecond Servant.

2 Ser. Whence are you, Sir? has the porter his eyes

Fay!
C— to fucrcompanioS

Cor, Away ! .

2 Ser. Away ? gct you
Cor. Now thou'rt troublefom

mif^'
Arey° U f

° bmve ? K1 have ?ou taIk
'

d with

£»A?r * //W SV/^*/. The firjl meets him.

3 Serv. What Fellow's this ?

i Serv. A ftrange one as ever I look'd on : I cannot
jet him out oW houfe: pr'ythee, call my Ma? to

3 Ser.
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3 Ser. What have you to do here, Fellow ? pray you,

avoid the houfe.

Cor. Let me but Hand, I will not hurt your hearth.

3 Ser. What are you ?

Cor. A Gentleman.

3 Sew. A marvellous poor one.

Cor. True ; fo I am.

2,Ser. Pray you, poor Gentleman, take up fome
other Station, here's no place for you ; pray you, avoid :

come.
Cor. Follow your function, go and batten on cold

bits. [Pujhes him awayfrom him.

3 Ser. What, will you not? pr'ythee, tell my Mailer,

what a flrange Gueft he has here.

2 Ser. And I lhall. [Exit fecond Sewing-man.

3 Sew. Where dwell'fl thou ?

Cor. Under the Canopy.

a Sew. Under the Canopy ?

Cor. Ay.

3 Sew. Where's that ?

Cor. I'th' City of Kites and Crows.

3 Sew. Pth* City of Kites and Crows ? what an Afs

it is ! then thou dwell'fl: with Daws too ?

Cor. No, I ferve not thy Matter.

3 Ser. How, Sir ! do you meddle with my Mailer ?

Cor. Ay, 'tis an honefter fervice, than to meddle
with thy Millrefs : thou prat'il, and prat'fl ; ferve with
thy trencher : hence. [Beats him away.

Enter Aulidius with a Sewing-man.

Auf. Where is this Fellow ?

2 Ser. Here, Sir; I'd have beaten him like a dog, but

for difturbing the Lords within.

Auf. Whence com' ft thou ? what wouldfl thcu ? thy
name ?

Why fpeak'ft not ? {peak, man : what's thy name ?

Cor. If, Tuilusy yet thou knovv'ft me not, and, fee-

ing me,
Doll not yet take me for the man I am,
Neceffity commands me name my felf.

Auf
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Auf What is thy name ?

Cor. A name unmufical to Volfcian ears,

And harm in found to thine.

Auf. Say, what is thy name ?

Thou haft a grim appearance, and thy face

Bears a command in't ; though thy tackle's torn,

Thou fhewMi a noble veflel : what's thy name ?

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown ; know'il thou me ye

Auf. I know thee not ; thy name ?

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done
To thee particularly, and to all the Fo/fczans,

Great hurt and mifchief ; thereto witnefs may
My Sirname Coriolanus. The painful fervice,

The extream dangers, and the drops of blood

Shed for my thanklefs Country, are requited

But with that Sirname : A good memory,
And witnefs of the malice and difpleafure

Which thou lhouldft bear me, only that name remain
The cruelty and envy of the people,

Permitted by our daftard Nobles, who
Have all forfook me, hath devour'd the reft ;

And fufter'd me by th' voice of (laves to be

Hoop'd out of Rome. Now, this extremity

Hath brought me to thy hearth, not out ofhope
(Miftake me not) to fave my life ; for if

I had fear'd death, of all the men i'th' world

I'd have avoided thee. But in meer fpite

To be full quit of thofe my Banilhers,

Stand I before thee here : then if thou haft

A heart of wreak in thee, that wilt revenge

Thine own particular wrongs, and flop thofe maims
Of fhame feen through thy Country, fpeed theeftraight.

And make my miiei y ferve thy Turn : fo ufe it,

That my revengeful
1

fervices may prove

As benefits to thee. For I will fight

Againil my canker'd Country, with the fpleen

Of all the under fiends. But if fo be

Thou dar'ft not this, and that to prove more fortunes

Thou'rt tir'd ; then, in a word, I alfo am
Longer to live mod weary, and prefent
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My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice •

Which not to cut, would fhew thee but a fool,

Since I have ever follow'd thee with hate,

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy Country's breaft,

And cannot live, but to thy fhame, unlefs

[t be to do thee fervice.

Auf. Oh, Marcius, Marcius,

repach word, thou' ft fpoke, hath weeded from my heart

A. root of ancient envy. If Jupiter

Should from yon cloud fpeak to me things divine,

And fay, 'tis true ; I'd not believe them more
Than thee, all-noble Marcius. Let me twine

Mine arms about that body, where-againft

My grained afh an hundred times hath broke,

And fcar'd the moon with fplinters : here I clip

The anvile of my fvvord, and do conteft

As hotly and as nobly with thy love,

jjjjAs ever in ambitious ftrength I did

Contend againft thy valour. Know thou firlt,

[ lov'd the Maid I married ; never Man
Sigh'd truer breath : but, that I fee thee here,

Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart,

Than when I fir it my wedded miftrefs law

Beitridemy threfhold. Why, thou Mars! I tell thee,

We have a Power on foot ; and I had purpofe

Once more to hew thy target from thy brawn,
Or lofe my arm for't : thou halt beat me out

Twelve feveral times, and I have nightly lince

Dreamt of encounters 'twixt thy felt and me :

We have been down together in my fleep,

Unbuckling helms, filling each other's throat,

lt
And wak'd half dead with nothing. Worthy Marcius,
Had we no quarrel elfe to Rome, but that

Thou art thence banifh'd, we would mufler all

From twelve to feventy ; and pouring war
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome,
Like a bold flood overbear. O come, go in,

And take our friendly Senators by th' hands,

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me,
Who am prepar'd againlt your Territories,

Jr
* Though
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Though not for Rome it felf.

Cor. You blefs me, Gods

!

Anf. Therefore, moft abfolute Sir, if thou wilt have

The leading of thy own revenges, take

One half of my Commiflion, and fet down
As beft thou art experienc'd, fince thou know'ft

Thy Country's ftrength and weaknefs, thine own
ways

;

Whether to knock again ft the gates of Rome,

Or rudely vifit them in parts remote,

To fright them, ere deftroy. But come, come in

;

Let me commend thee firft to thofe, that mail

Say yea to thy defires. A thoufand welcomes

!

And more a friend, than e'er an enemy :

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand ; moft
welcome ! [Exeunt.

Enter two Servants.

1 Ser. Here's a flrange alteration.

2 Ser. By my hand, I had thought to have ftrucken

him with a cudgel, and yet my mind gave me, his

clothes made a falfe report of him.

1 Ser. What an arm he has ! he turn'd me about

with his finger and his thumb, as one would fet up

a top.

2 Ser. Nay, I knew by his face that there was fome-

thing in him. He had, Sir, a kind of face, methought

—

I cannot tell how to term it.

1 Ser. He had fo : looking, as it were- 'would I

were hanged, but I thought there was more in him than

J could think.

2 Ser. So did I, I'll be fworn : he is fimply the ra-

reft man i'th' world.

1 Ser. I think, he is ; but a greater Soldier than he,

you wot one.

2 Ser. Who, my Mafter ?

1 Ser. Nay, it's no matter for that,

2 Ser. Worth fix on him.

I Ser.
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1 Ser. Nay, not fo neither ; but I take him to be the

greater Soldier.

2 Ser. Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to fay
that

; for the defence of a Town, our General is excel-
lent.

i Ser. Ay, and for an afTault too.

Enter a third Servant.

3 Ser. Oh, flaves, I can tell you news ; news, you
rafcals.

'

Both. What, what, what ? let's partake.
Ser I would not be a Roman, of all nations ; I had

as Iieve be a condemned man.
Both. Wherefore ? wherefore ?

3 Ser. Why, here's he that was wont to thwack our
General, Caius Marcius.

1 Ser. Why do you fay, thwack our General ?

3 Ser. I do not fay, thwack our General ; but he was
uways good enough for him.

2 Ser. Come, we are fellows and friends ; he wasmx too hard for him, I have heard him fay fo him-
elf.

Ser. He was too hard for him diredly, to fay the
roth on't: before Corioli, he fcotcht him and notchtnm like a carbonado.

2 Ser. And, had he been cannibally given, he might
iave broil'd and eaten him too.

i Ser. But, more of thy news ; .

3 Ser. Why, he is fo made on here within, as if he
/ere Son and Heir to Mars : fet at upper end o'th*
ible

;
no queftion ask'd him by any of the Senators

ut they fland bald before him. Our General himfelf
Jakes a Miilrefs of him, fan&ifics himfelf with's hands
sd turns up the white o'th' eye to his difcourfe. But
le bottom of the news is, our General is cut i'th' mid-
e, and but one half of what he was yefflerday. For the
ther has half, by the Intreaty and Grant of the whole
ble. He'll go, he fays, and fowk the porter of Rome
Vol. VI. T

'
y

'
1 gates
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gates by th' ears. He will mow down all before him,

and leave his paffage poll'd.

2 Ser. And he's as like to do't as any man I can ima-

^$ Ser. Do't! he will do't: for, look you, Sir, he has

as many friends as enemies ; which friends, Sir, as it

were, durft not (look you, Sir) Ihew themfelves (as we

term 'it) his friends, whilft he's in dire&itude.

I Ser. Direclitude 1 what's that ?

3 Ser But when they mall fee, Sir, his Creft up a-

gain, and the man in blood, they will out of their

burroughs (like conies after rain) and revel all with

^im - , . r « «.

1 Ser. But when goes this forward ?

3 Ser. To morrow, today, prefently, you mail have

the drum (truck up this afternoon: 'tis, as it were, a

parcel of their feaft, and to be executed ere they wipe

their lips.
mm ^ . .

2 Ser. Why, then we mall have a ftirrmg world a-

gain : this peace is worth nothing, but to raft iron, en-

creafe tailors, and breed ballad-makers.

1 Ser. Let me have war, fay I ; it exceeds peace, as

far as day does night ; it's fprightly, waking, audible,

and full of vent. Peace is a very apoplexy, lethargy,

mull'd, deaf, flecpy, infenfible, a getter of more ba-

ftard children than war's a deftroyer of men.

2 Ser. 'Tis fo ; and as war in fome fort may be laid

to be a ravifher, fo it cannot be denied, but peace is a

great maker of cuckolds.

i Ser. Ay, and it makes men hate one another.

3 Ser. Reafon; becaufe they then lefs need one ano-

ther : the wars, for my mony. I hope, to fee Roman.

as cheap as Volfcians.

They are rifing, they are riling.

Both. In, in, in, in. [Exeunt

SCENE
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S C E N E, a pullick Place in Rome.

Enter Sicinius and Brutus.

His remedies are tame i'th' prefent peace,

And quietnefs o'th' People, which before

Were in wild hurry. Here we make his Friends

Blum, that the world goes well ; who rather had,
Though they themfelves did fuffer by't, beheld

DiiTentious numbers pelt'ring ftreets, than fee

Our Tradefmen Tinging in their mops, and going
About their functions friendly.

Bru. We flood to't in good time. Is this Menen/us P
Sic. 'Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown moil kind of

late. Hail, Sir!

Men. Hail to you both I

Sic, Your Coriolanus is not much mifs'd, but with
his Friends ; the Commonwealth do;h Hand, and fa
would do, were he more angry at it.

Men. All's well, and might have been much better,

if he could have temporiz'd.

(24) We hear not of him, neither need we fear him>

His Remedies are tame : the prefent Peace

%And Quietnefs o^thi* People, which before

Were in wild hurry.] As this PaiTage has been hither*

to pointed, it labours under two Abfurditiesj firft, that the
Peace abroad, and the Quietnefs of the Populace at home,
are call'd MarcmSs Remedies 5 whereas, in Truth, thefe
were the Impediments of his Revenge : In the next place,
the latter Branch of the Sentence is imperfect and un-
grammatical. My Regulation piercnts both thefe Inconve-
niencies,

pc. (24) E hear not of him, neither need wc
fear him ;

Enter Menenius.

T z
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Sic. Where is he> hear you ?

Men. Nay, I hear nothing :

His mother and his wife hear nothing from him.

Enter three orfour Citizens.

All The Gods preferve you both !

Sic. Good-e'en, re :

gl bours.

Bru. Gocd-e'en to yrou all. good-e'en to you all.

1 Cit. Our felve:. our wives, and children, on our

knees,

Are bound to pray for you both.

Sic. Live and thn e!

Bru. Farewel, kind neighbours:

We wifti'd, Coriolanus had lov'd you, as we did.

All Now the God> keep you !

BothTri. Farewel, farewel. [Epeetmt C'tizens.

Sic. This is a happier and more comely time,

Than when thefe fellows ran about the ftreets,

Crying confufion.

Bru. Cuius Marcius was

A worthy officer iW war, but infolent,

O'ercome with pride, ambitious paft all thinking,

Self-loving.

Sic. And arTe&ing one fole Throne,

Without Afiiftance.

Men. Nay, I think not fo.

Sic* We had by this, to all our lamentation,

If he had gone forth Conful, found it fo.

Bru. The Gods haye well prevented it, and Rome

Sits fafe and ftill without him.

Enter JEdile.
1

JEdile. Worthy Tribunes,

There is a Have, whom we have put in prifon,

Reports, the Volfcians with two feveral Powers

Are entred in the Roman Territories ;

And with the deepeft malice of the war
Deilroy
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Deftroy what lies before 'em.
Men. 'Tis A

:ius,

Who, hearing of our Marcius9
Banifhment,

Thrufts forth his horns agam into the world ;

Which were in-fhelPd when Marcius Hood for Rome,
And durfi not once peep out.

Sic. Come, what talk you of Marcius !

Bru. Go fee this rumourer whipt. It cannot be>
The Volfcians dare break with us.

Men. Cannot be \

We have Record, that very well it can ;

And three examples of the like have been
Within my age. But reafon with the fellow
Before you punifh him, where he heard this

;

Left you mould chance to whip your information,
And beat the mefTenger, who bids beware
Of what is to be dreaded.

Sic. Tell not me :

I know, this cannot be,

Bru. Not poffible.

Enter a Meffenger.

Me/f. The Nobles in great earneftnefs are going
All to the Senate-houfe ; fome news is come,°
That turns their countenances.

Sic. 'Tis this flave :

Go whip him 'fore the people's eyes : his railing !

Nothing but his report !

Me/. Yes, worthy Sir,

The flave's report is feconded, and more,
More fearful is delivered.

Sic. What more fearful ?
*

Me/. It is fpoke freely out of many mouths,
How probable I do not know, that Marcius,
Jom'd with Aufidius, leads a Pow'r 'gainft Rome

;

And vows Revenge as fpacious, as between
The young'fl and oldeft thing.

Sic. This is moil likely ! ~ t

T 3 Bru,
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Bru. RaisM only, that the weaker fort may wife

Good Marcius home again.

Sic, The very trick on't.

Men. This is unlikely.

He and Aufidius can no more atone,

Than violentelt contrariety.

Enter Mejfenger,

Mef. You are fent for to the Senate :

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius,
AfTociated with Aufidius, rages

Upon our territories; and have already

O'er-borne their way, confumM with fire, and took
What lay before

;
them.

Enter Cominius.

Com, Oh, you have made good Work.
Men, What news ? what news ?

Com. You have holp to ravilh your own daughter
and

.

To melt the city-leads upon your pates,

To fee your Wives difhonour'd to your nofes.

Men, What's the news ? what's the news ?

Com. Your Temples burned in their cement, and

Your franchifes, whereon you flood, confined

Into an augre's bore.

Men, Pray now, the news ?

You've made fai r"Vyork, I fear me: pray, your news'

If Marcius fhould be joined with the Volfcians^

Com. If? he is their God ; he leads them like a thir

Made by fome other Deity than Nature,

That fhapes man better ; and they follow him,

Againlt us brats, with no lefs confidence,

Than t^oys purfuing fummer butter-flies,

Or butchers killing flies.

Men. You've made good work,

You and your apron-men ; that flood fo much
Upc
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Upon the voice of occupation, and

The breath of garlick-eaters.

Com. He'll make your Rome about your ears.

Men. As Hercules did fhake down mellow fruit z

You have made fair work !

Bru. But is this true, Sir ?

Com Ay, and you'll look pale

Before you find it other. All the Regions

Do fmilingly revolt ; and, who relift,

Are mock'd for valiant ignorance,

And perim confiant fools : who is't can blame him ?

Your enemies and his find fomething in him.
Men. We're all undone, unlefs

The noble man have mercy.

Com. Who mail ask it ?

The Tribunes cannot do't for fliame ; the people

Deferve fuch pity of him, as the wolf
Does of the fhepherds ; his beft friends, if they

Shou'd fay, " Be good to Rome;''' they charge him even
As thofe mould do that had deferv'd his hate,

And therein Ihew'd like enemies.

Men. 'Tis true.

If he were putting to my houfe the brand

That would confume it, I have not the face

To fay, " 'Befeech you, ceafe." You've made fair hands,

You and your crafts ! you've crafted fair !

Com. You've brought

A trembling upon Rome, fuch as was never

So incapable of help.

Tri. Say not, we brought it.

Men. How? was it we? we lov'd him ; but, like .

beafts,

And coward Nobles, gave way to your clufters,

Who did hoot him out o'th' city.

Com. But I fear,

They'll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius,

The fecond name of men, obeys his points

As if he were his officer : Defperation

Is all the policy, ftrength, and defence,

T 4 That
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That Rome can make againft them.

Enter a Troop of Citizens.

Men, Here come the clutters.--

And is Aujidius with him ? You are they,

That made the air unwholfome, when you caft

Your ftinking, greafy caps, in hooting at

Coriolanus* Exile. Now he's coming,
And not a hair upon a foldier's head,

Which will not prove a whip : as many coxcombs,
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down,
And pay you for your voices. 'Tis no matter,
l£ he mould burn us all into one coal,

We have deferv'd it.

Omnes. Faith, we hear fearful news.

I Cit. For mine own part,

When I faid, banifh him ; I faid, 'twas pity,

z Cit. And fo did I.

3 Cit. And fo did I ; and to fay the truth, fo did ve-

ry many of us ; that we did, we did for the beft ; and

tho' we willingly confented to his Baniftiment, yet it was
againtt our will.

Com. Y'are goodly things ; you, voices ! *

Men. You have made good work,

You and your cry. Shall's to the Capitol ?

Com. Oh, ay, what elfe ? [Exeunt.

Sic. Go, mailers, get you home, be not difmay'd.

Thefe are a Side, that would be glad to have

Thio true, which they fo feem to fear. Go home,

And fhew no fign of fear.

1 Cit. The Gods be good to us : come, matters, let's

home. I ever faid, we were i'th' wrong, when we ba-

ninYd him.

2 Cit. So did we all ; but come, let's home.

[ Ex. Cit.

Bru. I do not like this news.

Sir, Nor I.

Bru. Let's to the Capitol; 'would, half my wealth

Would



CORIOLANUS. 44l

Would buy this for a lie !

Sic. Pray, let us go. [Exeunt Tribunes.

SCENE, a Camp ; at a f?nall dljlance from
Rome.

Enter Aufldius, with bis Lieutenant.

duf. TTV O they ftill flie to th' Roman P

1 J Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft's in
him ; but

Your foldiers ufe him as the grace 'fore meat,
Their talk at table, and their thanks at end

;

And you are darkened in this action, Sir,

Even by your own.

duf. I cannot help it now,
Unlefs, by uling means, I lame the foot

Of our delign. He bears himfelf more proudly
Even to my perfon, than, I thought, he would
When firft I did embrace him. Yet his nature

In that's no changling, and I mull excufe

What cannot be amended.

Lieu. Yet I wifh, Sir,

(I mean for your particular) you had not

Join'd in Commiflion with him ; but had borne

The action of your felf, or elfe to him
Had left it folely.

Auf. I underftand thee well ; and be thou fure,

When he lhall come to his account, he knows not,

What I can urge againft him ; though it ieems,

And fo he thinks, and is no lefs apparent

To th' vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly ;

And fhews good husbandry for the Volfcian State^

Fights dragon- like, and docs atchieve as loon

As draw his fword : yet he hath left undone

That which fnall break his neck, or hazard mine,

When e'er we come to our account.

Lieu. Sir, I befeech, tinnk you, he'll carry Rome?
T. 5 Jb&.
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Auf. All places yield to him ere he fits down,

And the Nobility of Rome are his

:

The Senators and Patricians love him too :

The Tribunes are no foldiers ; and their people
Will be as ram in the Repeal, as hafty

To expel him thence. I think, he'll be to Rome (25

}

As is the Ofprey to the fifti, who takes it

By Sovereignty of Nature. Firfl, he was
A noble fervant to them, but he could not

Carry his Honours even ; whether pride,

(Which out of daily fortune ever taints

The happy man) whether defect of judgment,
(To fail in the difpofing of thofe chances,

Whereof he was the lord) or whether nature,

(Not to be other than one thing ; not moving
From th* cask to th' culhion ; but commanding peace

Even with the fame aufterity and garb,

As he controlled the war ; ) But one of thefe,

(2 5) 1 think) he'll be to Rome
^As is the Afpray to the Fi/Jj, who takes it

By Sovereignty of Nature.]

Though one's Search might have been very vain to find any

fuch Word as afpray, yet I eafily imagin'd, fomethtng muft

be couch'd, under the Corruption, in its Nature deftru&ive to

Fifh, and that made a Prey of them. And this Sufpicion Jed

me to the Difcovery. The Ofprey is a Species of the Eagle,

of a ftrong Make, that haunts the Sea and Lakes for its Food,

and altogether preys on Fifii. But how will Corielanns be to

Home, as the Ofprey to the Fifh,

in II take it

By Sovereignty 0f Nature?

Shnkefpcare, 'tis well known, has a Peculiarity in Thinking;

and, wherever he Is acquainted with Nature, is fure to allude

to her mod uncommon Effects and Operations. I am very

apt to imagine, therefore, that the Poet meant, Coriolanus

would take T\nme by the very Opinion and Terror of his Name,
as Fifh are taken by the ofprey, thro* an inftinclivc Fear they

have of him.
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(As he hath fpices of them all) not all,

For I dare fo far free him, made him fear'd,

So hated, and fo banifh'd ; but he has merit

To choak it in the utt'rance : fo our virtues

Lie in th' interpretation of the time

;

And Power, unto it felf moft commendable,
Hath not a tomb fo evident, as a chair

T' extol what it hath done.

One fire drives out one fire; one nail, one nail

;

Right's by right fouler, ftrengths by ftrengths do fail.

Come, let's away ; when, Caius, Rome is thine,

Thou'rt poorfl of all, then ftiortly art thou mine.

[Exeunt,

ACT V.

SCENE, a jpublick Place in Rome,

Enter Menenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutusr
with others.

Menenius.

NO, Pll not go : you hear, what he hath faid,

Which was fometime his General ; who lov'd

him
In a moft dear particular. He call'd me father :

But what o' that ? go you, that banifti'd him,
A mile before his Tent, fall down, and knee
The way into his mercy : nay, if he coy'd

To hear Cominius fpeak, I'll keep at home.
Com. He would not feem to know me.
Men. Do you hear ?

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name :
]

I urg'd our old acquaintance, and the drops

That we have bled together. Coriolanus

He would not aafwer to ; forbad all names

;

He
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He was a kind of Nothing, titlelefs,

'Till he had forg'd himfelf a name o'th' fire

Of burning Rome.
Men. Why, fo ; you've made good work

:

A pair of Tribunes, that have rack'd for Rome,
To make coals cheap : a noble memory !

Com. I minded him, how royal 'twas to pardofc

When it was leaft expected. He reply'd,

It was a bare petition of a State

To one whom they had punilh'd.

Men. Very well, could he fay lefs ?

Com. I offer'd to awaken his regard

For's private friends. His anfwer to me was*

He could not ftay to pick them in a pile

Of noifom mufty chaff. He faid, 'twas folly,

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt,

And ftill to nofe th' offence.

Men For one poor grain or two ?

I'm one of thofe : his mother, wife, his child,

And this brave fellow too, we are the grains

;

You are the mufty chaff ; and you are lmelt

Above the Moon. We mult, be burnt for you.

Sic. Nay, pray, be patient : if you refufe your aid

In this fo- never-needed help, yet do not

Upbraid us with our diftrefs. But, fure, if you
Would be your Country's pleader, your good tongue,

More than the inftant army we can make,
Might Hop our Country-man.

Men, No : I'll not meddle.

Sic. Pray you, go to him.

Men. What mould I do ?

Bru. Only make tryal what your love can do

For Rome, tow'rds Marcius.

Men. Well, and fay, that Marcius^

Return me, as Cominius is return'd,

Unheard : (what then ?

)

But as a difcontented friend, grief-mot

With his unkindnefs. Say't be fo ?

Sic. Yet your good will

Muft
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Mufl have that thanks from Rome, after the meafure

As you intended well.

Men. I'll undertake it

:

I think, he'll hear me. Yet to bite his lip,

And hum at good Cominius, much unhearrs me.

He was not taken well, he had not din'd. — »

The veins unnll'd, our blood is cold, and then

We powt upon the morning, are unapt

To give or to forgive; but when we've ftufPd

Thefe pipes, and theie conveyances of b!o xl

Wich wine and feeding, we have fuppler fouls

Than in our prieft like rafts ; therefore I'll watch him
'Till he be dieted to my requeft,

And then I'll let upon him
Bru. You know the very road into hia kindnejs,

And cannot lofe your way.

Men. Good faith, I'll prove him,

Speed how it will. I mail ere long have knowledge
Of my fuccefs. [Exit,

' Com. He'll never hear him.

Sic. Not ?

Com. I tell you, he does lit in gold, his eye

Red as 'twould burn Rome ; and his Injury

The Goaler to his Pity. I kneel'd before him,

'Twas very faintly he laid, rife : difmik'd me
Thus, with his fpeechlefs hand. What he would dov
He fent in writing after ; what he would not,

Bound with an oath to yield to his conditions

:

So that all hope is vain, unlefs his mother
And wife, 1—who (as I hear) mean to folHcit him
For mercy to his Country : therefore hence,

And with our fair in treaties haite them on. [Exeunt.

SCENE



446- CORIOLANUS.

SCENE changes to the Volfcian Camp,

Enter Menenius to the Watch or Guard.

1 Watch.Q^T A Y : whence are you ?

>J 2 Watch. Stand, and go back.

Men. You guard like men, 'tis well. But, by your
leave,

I am an Officer of State, and come
To fpeak with Coriolanus.

1 Watch. Whence?
Men. From Rome.

1 Watch. You .may not pafs, you muft return : our
General

Will no more hear from thence.

2 Watch. You'll fee your Rome embraced with fire,

before

You'll fpeak with Coriolanus.

Men, Good my friends,

If you have heard your General talk of Rome,
And of his friends there, it is Lots to Blanks,

My name hath couch'd your ears ; it is Menenius.

1 Watch. Be it fo, go back : the virtue of your Name
Is not here paflable.

Men. I tell thee, fellow,

Thy General is my lover : I have been

The book of his good a£ts ; whence men have read

His fame unparallePd happily amplified

:

For I have ever verified my friends,

(Of vvhom he's chief") with all the fize that verity

Would without lapfing fuffer : nay, fometimes,

Like to a bowl upon a fubtle ground,

I've tumbled pall the throw ; and in his praife

Have, almoft, flamp'd the leafing. Therefore, fellow,

I muft have leave to pafs.

1 Watch. Faith, Sir, if you had told as many lies in

his behalf, as you have utter'd words in your own,
you

j
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you Ihould not pafs here: no, though It were as

|

virtuous to lie, as to live charily. Therefore, go
back.

Men. Pr'ythee, fellow, remember, my name is Me-
nenius\ always fa&ionary of the Party of your Ge-
neral.

2 Watch. Howfoever you have been his liar, (as

you fay, you have ; ) I am one that, telling true un-

der him, mull fay, you cannot pafs. Therefore, go
back.

Men. Has he din'd, canft thou tell? for I would
not fpeak with him till after dinner,

i Watch. You are a Roman, are you ?

Men. I am as thy General is.

i Watch. Then you mould hate Rome, as he does.

Can you, when you have pufrYd out of your gates the

very Defender of them, and, in a violent popular ig-

norance, given your enemy your fhield, think to front

his revenges with the eafy groans of old women, the

virginal palms of your daughters, or with the palfied

intercelfion of fuch a decay'd Dotard as you feem to

be ? can you think to blow out the intended fire your

city is ready to flame in, with fuch weak breath as

this? no, you are deceiv'd, therefore back to Rome,
and prepare for your execution ; you are condemn'd,

our General has fworn you out of reprieve and par-

don.

Men. Sirrah, if thy Captain knew I were here, he
would ufe me with eflimation.

i Watch. Come, my Captain knows you not.

Men. I mean, thy General.

i Watch. My general cares not for you. Back, I fay,

go; left I let forth your half-pint of Blood. Back, that's

the utiriOu of your Having, back.

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, «

Enter Coriolanus, wolth Aufidius.

for. What's the matter ?

Men.
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Men. Now, you companion, I'll fay an errand £»you; you fhall know noV, that I anf in eftiSadonyou mall perceive, that a 7^-gardant cgnnoT officeme from my ion Corlolam,
; guefs but my en en£ment with him

5 if thou ftand'il not i th' ft/te of

W

ing, or of fome death more long i„ fpeftatormS andcrueller m fuffering, behold now prefently, and fwoonfor what's to come upon thee.—-The P-lorin,,. £ j
fit in hourly fynodabo'ut thy particular pS^L^ndlove thee no worfe than thy old father LnLuJ'do^Oh my fon my fon! thou art preparing fire for us

.'

look thee, here's water to quench it. I was hardIvmov'd to come to thee, but being aflured, none b tmy felf could move thee, I have* been blown out ofour gates w,th fighs, and conjure thee to pardon rLTand thy petitionary Countrymen. The good Gods £fwage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon th s

22S^L^0
'
Hkeabkck

'
hath de-d 7

Cor. Away !

Men. How, away ?

Car. Wife mother, child, I know not. My affairsAre lervanted to others : though I oweMy revenge properly, remiffion lyes
In Volfcian brealts. That we have been familiar, {26)

Ingrate

(*6) That we have b?en familiar,
Innate Forgetfxinefs frail poyfon, rather
Than pity : Note how much J

We cannot delirc a mote fignal InlWe of the indolent Stu-
pidity of our Editors. Forgetlnlnels might poyfon, in not re-inembring a Convention of F^iendlhip, but how could it , j„inch an A.non, be laid to pity too? The pointing is ,blurd ;and the Sentuneur confequently funk into Nonlenle. As Ihave regulated rhe Stops, both Dr. r:, r by and Mr. WkAmnl
lav, with me, they ought to be regulated. I hare Hill ven-
tur d beyond my mgenious Friends, i„ chan.-ing Potion into
l-"fon: wn,ch adds an Antithefis, by ivhich "the" Senfe iccms
c^.tcr and more natural , That Forgctfninlf, ftaii rather
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Ingrate Forgetful nefs lhall prifon, rather

Than Pity note how much. Therefore, be gone ;

Mine ears againft your fuits are ftronger than

Your gates againft my force. Yet, for I loved thee,

Take this alor.g ; I writ it for thy fake,

[Gives him a letter*

iAnd would have fent it. Another word, Menenius,

I will not hear thee fpeak. This man, Jufidius,

Was my belov'd in Rome ; yet thou behold' it

duf. You keep a conusant temper. [Exeunt.

Manent the Guard, and Menenius.

i Watch. Now, Sir, is your name Menenius ?
2,'tPatch. 'Tis a Spell, you fee, of much power : yon

know the way home again.

1 Watch. Do you hear, how we are fhent for keeping

your Greatnefs back ?

2 Watch, What caufe do you think, I have to fwoon?
Men. I neither care for the world, nor your General:

for fuch things as you, I can fcarce think there's any,

y'are fo flight. He, that hath a will to die by him-
felf, fears it not from another : let your General do
his worft. For you, be what you are, long; and your
mifery encreafe with your age ! I fay to you, as I was
faid to, Away [Exit.

1 Watch. A noble fellow, I warrant him.

2 Watch. The worthy fellow is our General. He's

the rock, the oak not to be wind-fhaken. [Ex. Watch.

Re-enter Coriolanus and Aufidius.

Cor. We will before the Walls of Rome to morrow
Set down our Hoft. My Partner in this aclion,

,You muft report to th' Volfcian lords, how plainly

I've borne this bufinefs.

it a fecrer, that we have been familiars than Thy ihall

djfclofe how much we haye been fo.

Auf.
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Anf. Only their Ends you have refpefted ; ftopt

Your ears againft the general fuit of Rome :

Never admitted private whifper, no,

Not with fuch friends that thought them fure of you,
Cor. This laft old man,. .

Whom with a crack'd heart I have fent to Rome,
Lov'd me above the meafure of a father

;

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their lateit. refuge

Was to fend him: for whofe old love, I have
(Tho' I fhew'd fow'rly to him) once more offerM

The n*rft conditions ; (which they did refufe,

And cannot now accept.) to grace him only,

That thought he could do more: a very little

I've yielded to. Frefh embanle, and fuits,

Nor from the State, nor private friends, hereafter

Will I lend ear to.——Ha! what fliout is this ?

[Shout within*

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow,
In the fame time 'tis made ? I will not —
Enter Virgilia, Volumnia, Valeria, young Marcius, w/Jfl

Attendants all in Mourning.

My wife comes foremcft, then the honour'd mould
Wherein this trunk was fram'd, and in her hand
The grand-child to her blood. But, out, affection !

All bond and privilege of Nature break

!

Let it be virtuous, to be obftinate.

What is that curt'fie worth ? or thofe dove's eyes,

Which can make Gods forfworn ? I melt, and am not

Of ftronger earth than others : my mother bows,
As if Olympus to a mole-hill mould
In fupplication nod ; and my young boy
Hath an afpett of interceflion, which
Great Nature cries, * " Deny not. Let the

Vilfcians

Plough Rome, and harrow Italy ; I'll never

Be fuch a gofling to obey inftincl ; but fland

As if a man were author of himfelf,

And



CdRIOLANWS. 451

And knew no other kin.

Virg. My lord and husband !

Cor, Tfcefe eyes are not the fame I wore in Rome,

Virg. The forrow, that delivers us thus chang'd,

Makes you think fo.

* Cor. Like a dull Adlor now,
1 1 have forgot my Part, and I am out,

I

Even to a full difgrace. Bed of my flefli,

: Forgive my tyranriy ; but do not fay,

[For That, " forgive our Romans. O, akifs

Long as my exile, fweet as my revenge

!

Now by the jealous Queen of heav'n, that kifs

I carried from thee, Dear ; and my true lip

;
Hath virgin'd it e'er fmce. -— You Gods ! I prate ; (27)

And the mod noble mother of the world

j

Leave unfaluted : fink, my knee, i'th* earth 5 [kneels,

\
Of thy deep duty more impreflion mew

\ Than that of common fons.

Vol. O Hand up bleft !

Whilft with no fofter cufhion than the flint

I kneel before thee, and unproperly

Shew duty as miftaken all the while, [kneels*

Between the child and parent.

(27) You Gods, I pray,

sAnd the moji noble Mother of the World
Leave unfaluted:"]

An old Corruption muft have poflefs'd this PaiTage, for two

Reafons. In the firft Place, whoever confults this Speech,

will find, that He is talking fondly to his Wife, and not

praying to the Gods at all. Secondly, if He were employ'd

in his Devotions, no Apology would be wanting for leaving

his Mother unfaluted. The Poet's Intention was certainly

This. Conolanus, having been lavilh in his TendernelTes and

t Raptures to bis Wife, bethinks himfelf on the fudden, that

his Fondnefs to her had made him guilty of ill Manners

in the Negleft of his Mother j and, therefore correcting him-

felf upon Reflexion, cries 3

; You Gods ! I prate ;

i« e. talk fondly, and without due Bounds,

Cor 3
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Cor. What is this ?

Your knees to me ? to your corre&ed fon }

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach
Fillop the flars : then, let the mutinous winds
Strike the proud cedars 'gainft the fiery Sun ;

Murd'ring impoflibility, to make
What cannot be, flight work.

Vol. Thou art my warrior,

I holp to frame thee* Do you know this lady ?

Cor. The noble filler of Poplicola,

The moon of Rome ; chafte as the ificle,

That's curdled by the froll from pureft mow,
And hangs on Diarfs Temple : dear Valeria ! -

Vol. This is a poor epitome of yours,

[Jbewingyoung Marcius,,

Which by th' interpretation of full time

May fhew like all your felf.

Cor. The Gcdoffoldiers,

With the confent of fupream Jove, inform

Thy thoughts with Noblenefs, that thou may'fl prove

To Shame unvulnerable, and flick i'th' wars
Like a great fea-mark, ilanding every flaw,

And faving thofe that eye thee !

Vol. Your knee, firrah.

Cor. That's my brave boy.

Vol. Even he, your wife, this lady, and myfelf,

Are fuitors to you.

Cor. I befeech ycu, peace :

Or, if you'd ask, remember this before ;

The thing, I have forfworn to grant, may never

Be held by you denial. Do not bid me
Difmifs my foldiers, or capitulate

Again with Rome's Mechanicks. Tell me not*

Wherein I feem unnatural : defire not

T'allay my rages and revenges, with

Your colder reafons.

Vol. Oh, no more ; no more :

You've faid, you will not grant us any thing :

For we have nothing elfe to ask, but That
• Whick
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Which you deny already : yet we will ask,

That if we fail in our requelr, the Blame

May hang upon your Hardnefs ; therefore hear us.

Cor. Aufidius, and you Volfcians, mark ; for we'll

Hear nought from Rome in private. Your requeft ?

Vol. Should we be filent and not fpeak, our raiment

And ftate of bodies would bewray what life

We've led fince thy Exile, Think with thy felf,

How more unfortunate than all living women
Are we come hither ; fmce thy fight, which mould
Make our Eyes flow with joy, hearts dance witn com-

forts,

Conftrains them weep, and make with fear and forrow ;

Making the mother, wife, and child to fee,

The fon, the husband, and the father tearing

His Country's bowels out : and to poor we,

Thine enmity's moft capital ; thou barr'it us

Our prayers to the Gods, which is a comfort

That all but we enjoy. For how can we,

Alas ! how can we, for our Country pray,

Whereto we're bound ? together with thy victory,

Whereto we're bound ? Aiack ! or we mult lofe

The Country, our dear nurfe ; or elfethy perfon,

Our comfort in the Country. We muft find

An eminent calamity, tho' we had
Our wifli, which fide fhou'd win. For either thoj

Muft, as a foreign Recreant, be led

With manacles along our ftreet ; or elfe

Triumphantly tread on thy Country's ruin,

And bear the palm, for having bravely fhed

Thy wife and children's blood. For my felf, fon,

I purpofe not to wait on Fortune, 'till

Thefe wars determine : if I can't perfuade thee

Rather to mew a noble grace to both parts,

Than feek the end of one ; thou malt no fooner

March to aflault thy Country, than to tread

(Truft to't, thou malt not) on thy mother's womb,
That brought thee to this world.

Virg. Ay, and mine too,

That
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That brought you forth this Boy, to keep your namt
Living to time.

Boy. He mall not tread on me :

I'll run away till I'm bigger, but then I'll fight.

Cor. Not of a woman's tendernefs to be,

Requires, nor child, nor woman's face, to fee :

I've fat too long.

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus r

If it wrere fo, that our requeft did tend

To fave the Romans, thereby to deftroy

The Volfcians whom you ferve, you might condemn us

As poyfonous of your Honour. No ; our fuit

Is, that you reconcile them: while the Volfcians

May fay, * This mercy we have fhew'd ; the Romans,
* This we receiv'd , and each in either fide

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, " Be bleft

For making up this Peace ! Thou know'!!, great fon,

The End ot War's uncertain ; but this certain,

That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit,

Which thou (halt thereby reap, isfuch a Name,
Whofe repetition will be dogg'd with Curies

:

Whofe Chronicle thus writ, * the man was noble
* But with his laft attempt he wip'd it out,

* Deftroy'd his Country, and his name remains
* To the enfuing age, abhorr'd.' Speak to me, fon

:

Thou haft affected the lirft ftrains of honour,

To imitate the graces of the Gods

;

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o'ch' air,

And yet to charge thy fulphur with a bolt, (z$)

That mould but rive an oak. Why doit not ipeak ?

Think' ft thou it honourable for a noble man
Still to remember wrongs ? Daughter, fpcak you :

He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, Boy ;

(28) *And yet to change thy Sulphur with a Bolt,

That fljould but rive an Oake ]

All the printed Copies concur in this Reading, but I have
certainly ceftoi'd the true Woid. Vid, the nth Note on this

Play.

Perhaps,
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?erhaps, thy childifhnefs will move him more
rhan can our reafons. There's no man in the world

More bound to's mother, yet here he lets me prate

Like one i'trT Stocks. Thou'ft never in thy life

>hew'd thy dear mother any courtefie ;

When fhe, (poor hen) fond of no fecond brood,

Has cluck
1d thee to the wars, and {?St\y home,

Loaden with honour. Say, my Requeft's unjuft,

And fpurn me back : but, if it be not fo,

rhou art not honeft, and the Gods will plague thee,

Fhat thou reftrain'ft from me the duty, which
ro a mother's part belongs. He turns away :

Down, Ladies ; let us fhame him with ojr knees.

IVs fir-name Coriolanus 'longs more pride,

rhan pity to our prayers. Down ; and end ;

rhis is the laft. So we will home to Rome,

<\nd die among our neighbours : nay, behold us 9

rhis Boy, that cannot tell what he would have,

But kneels, and holds up hands for fellowfhip,

Does reafon our petition with more ftrength

rhan thou haft to deny't. Come, let us go :

rhis fellow had a Volfcian to his mother : (29)

fiis wife is in Corioli, and this child

Like him by chance; yet give us our difpatch :

Pm hufht, until our City be afire ;

And then Til fpeak a little.

Cor. O mother, mother !

\Holds her by the hands, ftlent.

(29) This Ffllow had a Volfcian to his Mother',

His Wtfe is in Corioli 5 And his Child

Likf htm by Chance', ] But tho' his Wife was in

Ctrioli, might not his Child, neverthelefs, be like him \ The
minute Alteration I have made, I am perfwaded, reftoies the

true Reading. VolurnniA would hint, that Coriolanus by his

ftern Behaviour had loft all Family-Regards, and did not re-

member that he had any Child. I am not his Mother, (fays

flie) his Wife is in ConoU, and this Child, whom We bring

with us, (young Maycms) is not his Child, but only bears his

Reiernb lance by chance.

What
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What have you done ? behold the heav'ns do ope,

The Gods look down, and this unnatural fcene

They laugh at. Oh, my mother, • mother I oh!
You've won a happy victory to Rome :

But for your fon, believe it, oh, believe it,

Moll dang'roufly you have with him prevail'd,

If not moil mortal to him. Let it come : «

Aufidius, though I cannot make true wars,

I'll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius,

Were you in my ftead, fay, would you have heard

A mother lefs ? or granted lefs, Aufidius ?

Auf. I too was mov'd'.

Cor. I dare be fworn, you were ;

And, Sir, it is no little thing to make
Mine eyes to fweat Companion. But, good. Sir,

What peace you'll make, advife me: for my part,

Til not to Rome, FIl back with you, and pray you
Stand to me in thi$ caufe. O mother ! wife !

Auf, I'm glad, thou'il fet thy mercy and thy ho-
nour

At difference in thee; out of That I'll work
My felf a former fortune. [Jjide.

Cor. Ay, by and by ; but we will drink together ;

And you mall bear [To Vol. Virg. &c*
A better witnefs back than words, which we,

On like conditions, will have counter- feal'd.

Come, enter with us : Ladies, ycu deferve

To have a Temple built you : all the fwords

In Italy, and her confederate arms,

Could not have made this Peace. [Exeunt.

SCENE
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S C E N E, the Forum, in Rom e.

Enter Menenius and Sicinius.

Men. Q E E you yond coin o'th' Capitol, yond corner-

Sic. Why, what of that ?

Men. If it be poffible for you to difplace it with your
ittle finger, there is fome hope the Ladies of Rome,
fpecially his mother, may prevail with him. But, I
ly, there is no hope in't ; our throats are fentenc'd,

nd ftay upon execution.

Sic. Is't poffible, that fo lhort a time can alter the
ondition of a man ?

Men. There is difference between a grub and a but-

erfly, yet your butterfly was a grub ; this Marcius is

rown from man to dragon : he has wings, he's more
han a creeping thing.

Sic. He lov'd his mother dearly.

Men. So did he me ; and he no more remembers his

lother now, than an eight years old horfe. The tart-

efs of his face fours ripe grapes. When he walks, he
loves like an engine, and the ground (brinks before his

-eading. He is able to pierce a corflet with his eye :

ilks like a knell, and his hum is a battery. He fits

i his State, as a thing made for Alexander. What
e bids be done, is finiftiM with his bidding. He
•ants nothing of a God, but Eternity, and a heaven
> throne in.

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly.

Men. I paint him in the chara&er. Mark, what
ercy his mother fhall bring from him ; there is no
ore mercy in him, than there is milk in a male tyger ;

at mall our poor City find ; and all this is long of

)u.

Sic. The Gods be good unto us

!

Vol. VI. U Min<
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Men. No, in fuch a cafe the Gods will not be good

unto us. When we banifh'd him, we refpefted not

,

them: and, he returning to break our necks, they re-

1

fpeft not us.

Enter a Mejfenger.

Me/. Sir, if you'd fave your life, fly to your houfe

;

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, -

And hale him up and down ; All fwearing, if

The Roman Ladies bring not comfort home,

They'll give him death by inches.

Enter another Mejfenger.

Sic. What's the news?

MeJ. Good news, good news, the Ladies have prc-^

vaiPd,

The Volfcians are diflodg'd, and Marcms gone :

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome,

No, not th' Expulfion of the Tarquins.

Sic. Friend, . -
'

.

Art certain, this is true ? is it molt certain ?

Mef. As certain, as I know the Sun is fire :

Where have you lurk'd, that you make doubt of it ?

Ne'er through an Arch fo hurried the blown tide,

As the recomforted through th'gates. Why, hart

Y°U
[Trumpets, Hautboys, Drums beat, all together,

The trumpets, fackbuts, pfalteries and fifes,

Tabors and cymbals, and the fronting Romans

Make the Sun dance. Hark you !
[AJbou* ™thtn

\

Men. This is good news

:

I will go meet the Ladies. This Volumnia

Js worth of Confuls, Senators, Patricians,

A City full ; of Tribunes, fuch as you,

A Sea and Land full. You've pray'd well to day :

This morning, for ten thoufand of your throats
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Pd not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy ?

[SoundJiill, with theJbtuts.

Sic. Firft, the Gods blefs you for your tidings : next,

Accept my thankfulnefs.

Mef. Sir, we have all great caufe to give great

thanks.

Sir. They're near the City ?

Mef. Almoft at point to enter.

Sic. We'll meet them, and help the joy. [Exeunt.

Enter two Senators, with ladies, pafjing over the

Jiage ; with other Lords.

Sen. Behold our Patronefs, the Life of Rome :

Call all your Tribes together, praife the Gods,

And make triumphant fires : ftrew flowers before them i

IJnmout the noife, that banihYd Marcius

;

Repeal him with the welcome of his mother

:

Cry,— welcome, Ladies, welcome ! [Exeunt.

All. Welcome, Ladies, welcome ! —
\Aflourijb with drums and trumpets.

SCENE changes to a publick Place in

Antium.

Enter Tullus Aufidius, with Attendants.

l

'Auf. f^O tell the Lords o'th' City, I am here :

VJ Deliver them this paper : having read it,

Bid them repair to th' market-place, where I,

Even in theirs and in the Commons' ears,

Will vouch the truth of it. He, I accufe,

The city-ports by this hath enter'd ; and
Intends t'appear before the people, hoping

To purge himfelf with words, Difpatch.— Moll
welcome

!

Enter
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Enter three or four Confpirators of Aufidius*/

faftion.

1 Con. How is it with bur General?

Auf Even fo,

As with a man by his own alms impoifon'd,

And with his charity flain.

2 Con. Moft noble Sir,

If you do hold the fame intent, wherein

You wifh'd us parties ; we'll deliver you
Of your great danger.

Auf Sir, I cannot tell

;

We mull proceed, as we do find the people.

3 Con. The people will remain uncertain, whilft

'Twixt you there's difference ; but the Fall of either

Makes 'he Survivor heir of all.

Auf I know it;

And my pretext to ftrike at him admits

A good conftruction. I raifed him, and pawn'd
Mine honour for his truth ; who being fo heighten'd,

Ke water'd his new plants with dews of flattery,

Seducing fo. my friends ; and to this end,

He bow'd his nature, never known before

But to be rough, unfwayable, and free.

3 Con. Sir, his ftoutnefs

When he did ftand for Conful, which he loft

By lack of Hooping

Auf That I would have fpoke of

:

Being banilh'd for't, he came unto my hearth,

Prefented to my knife his throat ; I took him,

Made him joint fervant with me ; gave him way
In all his own defires ; nay, let him chufe

Out of my files, his projects to accomplish,

My beft and frefheft men ; ferv'd his defignments

In mine own perfon ; holpe to rcape the Fame,
Which he did make all his ; and took fome pride

To do my felf this wrong ; 'till, at the laft,

I feem\
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I feem'd his follower, not partner ; and

He wag'd me with his countenance, as if

I had been mercenary.

i Con. So he did, my lord :

The army marvell'd at it, and, at laft,

When he had carried Rome, and that we looked

For no lefs Spoil, than Glory—
Auf There was it ;

[For which my finews lhall be Hretch'd upon him ;

)

At a few drops of women's rheum, which are

As cheap as lies, he fold the Blood and Labour

Of our great A&ion ; therefore lhall he die,

And I'll renew me in his Fall . But, hark

!

[Drums and trumpets found, with great /bouts

of the people.

1 Con. Your native Town you enter'd like a Poft
?

And had no welcomes home ; but he returns,

Splitting the Air with noife*

2 Con. And patient fools,

Whofe children he hath (lain, thek bafe throats tear,

Giving him glory.

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage,

Ere he exprefs himfelf, or move the people

With what he would fay, let him feel your fword,

Which we will fecond. When he lies along,

After your way his- Tale pronounc'd mail bury
His reafons with his body.

Auf. Say no more,

Here come the lords.

Enter the Lords of the City,

All Lords. You're moft welcome home.
I Auf. I have not deferv'd it.

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus'd

What I have written to you ?

All. We have.

i Lord, And grieve to hear it,

U 3 What
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What faults he made before the laft, I think,

Might have found ealie fines : but there to end,

Where he was to begin, and give away
The benefit of our Levies, anfwering us

With our own charge, making a treaty where
There was a yielding, This admits no excufe.

Auf. He approaches, you fhall hear him.

"Enter Coriolanus, marching nvith drums and colours %

the Commons being with him.

Cor. Hail, lords ; I am return'd, your foldier

;

No more infected with my Country's love,

Than when I parted hence, but dill fubfifting

Under your great Command. You are to know,
That profperoufly I have attempted, and
With bloody paflage led your wars, even to

The gates of Rome : Our fpoils, we have brought

home,
Do mere than counterpoife, a full third part,

The charges of the action. We've made peace

With no lefs honour to the Antiates,

Than fhame to th' Romans : and we here deliver,

Subfcribed by the Confuls and Patricians,

Together with the feal o'tlT Senate, what
We have compounded on.

Auf. Read it not, noble lords,

But tell the traitor, in the higheil degree

lie hath abus'd your powers.

Cor. Traitor ! how now !

"

~

Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius.

Cor. Marcius !

Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; doft thou think

Til grace thee with that robbery, thy ftol'n name
Coriolanus in Corioli?

You Lords and Heads o'th' State, perfidicufly

He has betray'd your bufinefs, and given up,

For certain drops of fait, your city Rome ;
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I fay, your city, to his wife and mother ;

Breaking his oath and refolution, like

A twill of rotten filk, never admitting

Counfel o'th' war ; but at his nurfe's tears

He whin'd and roar'd away your vi&ory,

That Pages blunYd at him ; and men of heart

Look'd wondring each at other.

Cor. Hear'ft thou, Mars !

Auf Name not the God! thou boy of tears !—
Cor. Ha

!

Auf. No more.

Cor. Meafurelefs liar, thou haft made my heart

Too great for what contains it. Boy ? O flave !—

-

Pardon me„ lords, 'tis the firft time that ever

I'm forc'd to fcold. Your judgments, my grave lords,

Muft give this Cur the Lie ; and his own Notion,

(Who wears my ftripes impreft upon him ; that

Muft bear my beating to his Grave fhall join

To thruft the lie unto him.

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me fpeak.

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Folfcians, men and lads,

Stain all your edges in me. Boy ! falfe hound !

If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there,

That, like an eagle in a dove-coat, I

Flutter'd your Volfcians in Corioli.

Alone I did it. Boy !

Auf Why, noble lords,

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune,

Which was your fhame, by this unholy braggart^

'Pore your own eyes and ears ?

All Con. Let him die for't.

All People. Tear him to pieces, do it prefently :

He kill'd my fon, my daughter, kill'd my
coufm, -

He kill'd my father.

[The Croud fpeak promifcuoufly*

2 Lord. Peace, no outrage—- peace —

—

The man is noble, and his Fame folds in

Tiiis
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This Orb o'th' earth ; his laft offences to us

Shall have judicious Hearing. Stand, Aufidim,

And trouble not the peace.

Cor. O that I had him,

With fix Aufidius's, or more, his tribe,

To ufe my lawful fword

Auf- Infolent villain !

All Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him.

[The confpirators all draw, and i/Z/Marcius^

who falls, and Aufidius'j- Jlands on him.

lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold.

Auf. My noble Mailers, hear me fpeak.

1 Lord. O Tullus

2 Lord. Thou haft done a deed, whereat

Valour will weep.

3 Lord. Tread not upon him mailers all, be

quiet ;

Put up your fwords.

Auf. My lords, when you lhall know (as in this

rage

Provok'd by him, you cannot) the great danger

Which this man's life did owe you, you'll rejoice

That he is thus cut off. Pleafe it your Honours

To call me to your Senate, I'll deliver

My felf your loyal fervant, or endure

Your heavieft cenfure.

1 Lord. Bear from hence his body,

And mourn you for him. Let him be regarded

As the moft noble Coarfe, that ever Herald

Did follow to his urn.

2 Lord. His own impatience

Takes from Aufdius a great part of blame

:

Let's make the belt of it.

Auf. My Rage is gone,

And I am ltruck with forrow : take him up :

Help, three oW chiefeil foldiers ; I'll be one*

Teat thou the drum, that it fpeak mournfully i

Trail your ftcel pikw. Though in tfiis city he
J

HatAj
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Hath widowed and unchilded many a one,
Which to this hour bewail the injury,

Yet he mall have a noble memory.

[Exeunt, bearing the body of Marcius. A dead
March founded.

465
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